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PREFACE. 


In  the  "  bonnie  wee  toon  of  Kilmarnock,"  of 
which  he  so  enthusiastically  sings,  the  genial 
author  of  this  volume  of  verse  is  well  known  as 
"  Pate  M'Phun."  Indeed,  it  is  no  exaggeration  to 
say  that  his  contributions  to  the  local  press  in 
both  prose  and  verse  have  made  his  pen  name 
"  famihar  as  a  household  word  "  to  "  sons  of 
Auld  KiUie  "  at  home  and  abroad.  For  many 
years  he  confined  his  literary  labours  to  humorous 
sketches  on  local  pubUc  events,  but  latterly  he 
has  devoted  his  leisure  to  verse,  which  bears 
testimony  to  the  intellectual  ability  and  fine 
sentiment  with  which  he  has  pursued  what  he  is 
pleased  to  call  his  "  one  and  only  hobby."  The 
publishers  have  asked  me  to  write  a  brief  preface 
to  his  book  in  the  form  of  a  biographical  note. 
Although  I  am  in  no  way  qualified  for  this,  yet 
my  knowledge  of  Mr.  Cunningham  for  a  long 
period  has  been  so  intimate  that  it  gives  me  much 
pleasure  to  do  so. 

George  Cunningham  was  born  at  Inchgotrick, 
in  the  parish  of  Riccarton,  on  the  13th  of  June, 
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1848,  and  his  early  life  was  spent  at  "  The  Raw," 
which  forms  the  subject  of  one  of  his  principal 
poems.  He  is  sprung  from  a  good  type  of  the 
working  classes,  his  father  and  his  forbears  having 
been  miners  on  the  Caprington  Estate  Colliery, 
which  has  always  been  distinguished  by  reason  of 
the  industrious  and  thrifty  workmen  who  have  been 
associated  with  it.  His  mother  belonged  to  a 
farming  family  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Loudoun 
HiU.  At  the  age  of  seven  years  George  was  sent 
to  the  Parish  School,  where  he  was  taught  the 
three  R's  under  Mr.  Wm.  Hood,  whose  memory 
he  warmly  cherishes  to  this  day,  ahke  for  his 
kindly  nature,  his  strict  discipHne,  and  his  deep 
interest  in  the  welfare  of  his  scholars.  But  George's 
school  days  did  not  last  long.  When  little  more 
than  twelve  years  of  age  he  was  sent  to  the  pit 
along  with  an  elder  brother  to  learn  coal  mining. 
Strong  of  physique,  he  worked  cheerfully  and 
contentedly  in  the  pits,  and  one  who  knew  him 
then  has  stated  that  as  a  boy  he  oftentimes  did 
a  man's  "  darg."  He  had  only  been  six  weeks  in 
the  mine  when  he  met  with  a  serious  accident 
wliich  nearly  ended  his  life,  the  cage  striking  him 
on  the  neck,  and  injuring  him  so  severely  that  he 
was  actually  carried  home  as  dead.  Happily,  he 
recovered,  and  in  a  short  time  returned  with  his 
father  to  the  pit,  where  he  continued  to  toil  till 
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he'  was  well  into  his  teens.  In  those  early  days 
he  tried  his  "  'prentice  han'  "  at  rhyme,  and 
occasionally  sang  some  of  his  verses  to  music 
of  his  own  composition.  For  ten  j^ears  he 
had  expeiience  of  the  concert  platform,  enjoy- 
ing considerable  popularity  as  a  humorist  and 
dancer.  He  afterwards  "  blossomed  into  print," 
his  first  articles  appearing  in  the  "  Kilmarnock 
Standard,"  and  since  then  he  has  written  a 
great  deal  both  in  prose  and  verse,  a  goodly 
sized  volume  from  his  pen  having  been 
published  about  eight  years  ago.  For  the  long 
period  of  thirty-one  years  Mr.  Cunningham  has 
been  in  the  employment  of  John  Walker  &  Sons, 
Ltd.,  Kilmarnock,  of  which  firm  I  am  the  local 
Managing  Director,  and  it  is  in  this  connection 
that  I  contribute  this  preface.  Mr.  Cunningham 
is  a  plain,  modest,  unassuming  man  ;  a  faithful, 
hardworking  servant,  conscientious  and  pains- 
taking in  the  performance  of  the  duties  wliich 
devolve  upon  him  in  the  bonded  warehouse  ;  and 
among  his  friends  and  acquaintances  he  is  held  in 
the  highest  respect.  A  few  years  ago  he  experienced 
a  serious  illness,  and  his  life  was  despaired  of,  but 
after  a  difficult  operation,  which,  fortunately, 
proved  successful,  he  now  enjoys  his  usual  health. 
It  is  worth  noting  that  one  of  his  best  pieces, 
"  Convalescing,"  was  written  on  his  recovery  from 


viii  PREFACE. 

this  illness.  I  join  with  his  fellow- workers  in 
wishing  "  Pate  MThun  "  every  happiness  and 
prosperity,  and  trust  that  the  pubhcation  of  this, 
his  second  book,  will  meet  with  the  generous 
recognition  which  I  think  it  deserves. 

A.  W. 
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VERSE 


THE  BURNIE. 

I'm  but  a  wee  bit  burnie, 

Ye '11  agree  ; 
Gaun  singin'  on  my  journey, 

Blythe  and  free  ; 
Fu'  o'  fun  and  daffin', 
Thro'  the  meadows  I  gae  lauchin'. 
Ay  !  by  monie  a  cot  and  clachan, 

To  the  sea. 

I  ca'  the  auld  meal  mill 

Abune  the  toon, 
Then  toddle  doon  the  hill. 

An  amber  broon  ; 
Lanely  on  I  travel 
Owre  the  chuckie-stanes  and  gravel, 
Till  I  reach  a  laigher  level 

Far'er  doon. 

Whar  the  kye  rin  helter-skelter 

Frae  the  flees  ; 
Or  come  doon  and  seek  the  shelter 

O'  the  trees ; 
I  chuckle  and  I  chatter 
To  their  noisome  clitter-clatter, 
While  they're  wadin'  in  my  water. 

To  the  knees. 
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Whar  dance  the  merry  midges 

Owre  the  green, 
Ayont  the  hawthorn  hedges 

Leafy  screen  ; 
I  jouk  amang  the  boorocks, 
'Mang  the  tuffocks  and  the  toorocks, 
'Mang  the  seggens  and  the  soorocks, 

A'  unseen. 

I  mum'le  and  I  grum'le 

To  mysel', 
As  owre  the  rocks  I  tum'le 

Doon  the  dell  ; 
I  creep  thro'  leafy  mazes, 
Whar  the  bonnie  govvden  phaisies, 
'Mang  the  buttercups  and  daisies, 

Lanely  dwell. 

Monie  a  bud  or  blossom 

B}'  my  brim, 
Is  reflected  in  my  bosom. 

Blurred  and  dim  ; 
I  doze  in  depths  and  shallows, 
'Neath  the  hazels  and  the  willows. 
While  the  sportive  swifts  and  swallows 

Owre  me  skim. 


Whar  the  roses  twine  and  buckle, 

In  their  bloom  ; 
And  the  gowden  honeysuckle 

Sheds  perfume  ; 


THE  BURNIE. 


I  gabble  and  I  blether. 
Ay  !  for  oors  on  en'  thegither. 
As  I  jink  amang  the  heather 
And  the  broom. 


Whar  the  speckle-breisted  throssil. 

On  the  sly, 
Comes  doon  to  weet  his  whustle 

When  it's  dry  ; 
I  keek  thro'  bram'ley  cover 
At  yon  lassie  and  her  lover, 
As  they  linger  'mang  the  clover 

And  the  rye. 

When  winter's  slowly  comin' 

Owre  the  lea, 
And  the  year  is  at  the  gloamin', 

Wae  is  me  ! 
I  shimmer  and  I  shiver 
As  I  join  the  rusliin'  river. 
That  gaes  hurryin'  on  forever 

To  the  sea. 
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IN  A  GARRET. 

I  leeve  in  a  garret  my  lane, 
Tho'  it's  no  very  big  it's  my  ain  ; 

And  it's  halesome  and  sweet, 

Is  the  breid  that  I  eat. 
For,  ye  see,  I'm  behauden  to  nane 

O'  my  ain  ; 
Thank  guid,  I'm  behauden  to  nane. 

I've  a  table,  a  stule,  and  a  chair, 
A  spune,  and  some  crockery  ware  ; 

I've  a  kettle,  a  can, 

And  a  clever  wee  pan, 
Wi'  a  bed,  and  a  blanket  to  spare, 

I  declare  ; 
I  hae  bedding  eneuch  and  to  spare. 

What  tho'  my  bit  income  be  sma', 

Jist  little  or  naething  ava  ; 
It's  a  comfort  to  think. 
When  on  poverty's  brink. 

That  ye  haena  much  farer  to  fa'. 
When  it's  sma'  ; 

Dod,  ye  haena  much  farer  to  fa'. 

Awa'  wi'  the  bother  and  fash 
Connec'et  wi'  siller  and  cash. 

Just  a  shulhn'  to  spen', 

And  anither  to  len'  ; 
A'  the  lave  is  but  lumber  and  trash, 

Bringing  fash 
To  the  mortal  that's  burdened  wi'  cash. 
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A  neebor,  wha  leeves  but  and  ben, 
Luks  in  for  a  wee,  noo  and  then, 

When  I'm  no  very  weel, 

Jist  to  speir  hoo  I  feel, 
And  she'll  maybe  redd  up  the  fire-en' 

When  she's  ben  ; 
Dod,  she'll  maybe  tosh  up  the  fire-en'. 

For  my  faimly,  they  never  luk  near, 
Nae  mair  than  I'd  never  been  here  ; 

No  ane  o'  the  core 

Ever  darkens  my  door 
Sin'  I  flitted  my  gudes  and  my  gear, 

And  cam'  here  ; 
No  ane  o'  them  ever  luks  near. 

Aff  and  on,  for  a  twalmonth  thegither, 

I  stey'd  wi'  the  tane  or  the  tither  ; 
But  I  ne'er  had  a  hame. 
That  was  worthy  the  name. 

Sin'  I  lost  my  auld  leddy,  their  mither, 
Gane  thither  ; 

Sin'  I  lost  my  auld  helpmate,  their  mither. 

Wi'  Anra,  his  wife,  and  his  weans, 
I  stey'd  for  a  whyle  at  the  Mains  ; 

But  she  yammer't  and  flayt 

On  me  early  and  late. 
And  I  couldna  put  up  wi'  the  weans 

At  the  Mains  ; 
Dod,  I  mortally  fashed  at  the  weans. 
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Jist  to  ken  you're  the  cause  o'  the  strife 

Atween  your  ain  son  and  his  wife  ; 
Or  to  feel,  when  you  eat, 
That  she  grudges  your  meat, 

Man,  it  gangs  to  the  heart  like  a  knife, 
By  my  hfe  ; 

Aye,  it  cuts  to  the  heart  like  a  knife. 

But  nae  mair  will  I  niffer  and  troke 
For  a  leevin'  wi'  Anra  or  Jock  ; 

I  can  work  to  the  last. 

An'  it  come  to  the  warst 
I  wull  tak'  the  staff  and  the  pock. 

And  I'll  yoke 
To  the  beggin'  like  ither  puir  folk. 

Dod,  it's  while  I've  a  moothfu'  o'  win' 
I'll  never  say  dee  nor  gie  in, 

Till  Death  mak's  his  ca' 

To  tak'  me  awa' 
To  yon  bonnie  bricht  garret  abune, 

Owre  the  mune  ; 
To  dwall  in  yon  garret  abune. 
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MAR'ANNE. 

When  my  auld  auntie  dee't  there  was  settlet  a  plan. 
That  her  bairns  be  divided,  sae  we  gat  Mar'anne  : 
As  steerin'  a  lassock  as  ever  ye  saw, 
Her  equal  I'm  certain  was  no  in  the  Raw. 
I  fancy  I  see  her  jist  sittin'  there  yet, 
Wi'  her  face,  ay  !  as  black  as  she'd  been  in  the  pit  ; 
W  Jock's  leather  bonnet  and  lamp  on  her  heid. 
As  thrang  as  can  be  wi'  her  needle  and  threid 
Men'in  pit  breeks  ;   whyle  my  faither  and  mither 
And  the  rest  o'  us  young  anes  are  gathered  thegither 
Aroun'  the  wee  table — whar  Jock  in  his  glory 
Is  readin'  oot  lood— O  the  frichtsomest  story 
'Boot  the  laird  o'  Colaine,  and  his  wicked  misdeeds. 
The  hearse  and  the  horses  that  wanted  the  heids, 
'Boot  the  deil,  and  his  answer,  sae  pithy  and  plain. 
To  whar  are  ye  gaun,  sir  ?   "  Frae  hell  to  Colaine 


>» 


Ae  nicht  when  half-sleepin',  she  gaed  to  bnng  oot 
The  callan's  claes  (she'll  hae  min'  o't  nae  doot) 
Next  mornin'  when  wauken't  to  gang  to  their  wark. 
They  graipit  a  whyle  for  their  duds  in  the  dark  ; 
But  never  a  steek,  nor  a  rag  codld  they  fin', 
O'  their  jaickets,  their  troosers,  their  sarks,  nor 

their  shune  ; 
Bat  whar  was  Mar'anne  ? — O  as  soun'  as  a  tap, 
She  lay  like  a  warrior  takin'  her  nap, 
'Mang  the  dirty  pit  claes  in  below  the  wee  bed. 
"  I  was  weariet  and  sleepy,"  was  a'  that  she  said, 
As  if  her  bit  slip  had  been  naething  ava, 
But  a  common  occurrence  wi'  folks  at  the  Raw. 
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Anither  bit  slip  o'  a  different  kin'. 

Quite  as  bad  as  the  first,  I  wad  bring  to  her  min'; 

Ae  nicht  when  their  duds  to  the  fire  had  been 

spread, 
The  rakin'  coal  on,  and  them  a'  in  their  bed  : 
On  Sannock's  pit  breeks  she'd  a  button  to  shu. 
Ere  she  gaed  to  her  ain — but  to  gie  her  her  due. 
The  lassock  was  sleepy  and  fairly  worn  oot 
When  she  shu'd  on  the  button — she  shu'd  it  nae 

doot. 
And  vvi'  dooble  lint  threid,  but  alack  !    for  her 

sicht. 
The  job  wadna  staun'  to  be  seen  in  dayUcht ; 
Was  it  on  the  richt  place  ?  No,  the  very  reverse  : 

The  button  was  sha'd  on  the  callan's  breek , 

And  no  on  the  place  that  it  should  been  ava  ; 
Lo'd  !  she  ne'er  heard  the  en'  o't  whyle  here  at  the 

Raw. 

I  won'er  if  ever  she  min's  o'  the  smash. 
When  gaim  to  the  Muir  Pit  for  water  to  wash, 
Wi'  the  burl  and  the  whurly,  yon  fine  simmer  day; 
When  lidin'  stride-legs  on  the  burl  doon  the  brae — 
The  wheel  o'  the  whurly  cam'  aff.    And  Mar'anne 
The  steerin'  wee  muntebank  tum'let  the  cran 
Jist  richt  in  the  sheuch.    And  she  said  when  she 

fell, 
(Tho'  ye  wadna  beheve  it),  O  damn  it  to  h , 

I  won'er  if  ever  she  min's  o'  the  days 
When  callans  and  lassocks  we  dirtied  oor  claes 
By  shdin'  on  shules,  frae  the  heid  to  the  fit 
O'  the  muckle  gum  bing  at  Lorrainey  wee  pit 
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O'  the  lang  simmer  days  when  we  ranted  and  sang 

As  lichtsome  as  Hnties  the  brainches  amang, 

Till  weariet  at  last  wi'  oor  daffin  and  fun. 

We  sat  oorsel's  doon  on  the  gowany  grun  : 

Weavin'  wi'  rashes  a  garlan'  o'  green 

To  deck  oorsel's  oot  as  a  king  or  a  queen  ; 

Hoo  we  buskit  wi'  go  wans  the  brainch  o'  the  thorn, 

And  Strang  them  like  beads  roun'  oor  necks  to  be 

worn  ; 
Gaun  hame  in  the  gloamin'  sae  bonnie  and  bra^v, 
The  envy  o'  a'  ither  weans  at  the  Raw  ? 

Nae  won'er  we  aften  luk  back  and  are  fain 
To  wish  oorsel's  callans  and  lassocks  again, 
When  a  wee  thing  could  please — When  a  hurl  in  a 

cairt, 
Or  a  shoo  on  a  yett,  was  the  joy  o'  oor  heart, 
When  a  bit  o'  oatcake  that  was  dipped  in  the 

stowp 
Was  a  glorious  feast — It  was  baith  meat  and  sowp 
That  was  fit  for  a  king.    But,  alack  !  it  is  true. 
We  were  nearer  to  heaven  by  far  than  we're  noo. 
And  it's  when  we  gae  hame  to  yon  place  up  abune, 
Whilk  ministers  say  is  awa'  owre  the  mune, 
Whar  the  sun  ever  shines,  and  whar  happiness 

reigns  ; 
We'll  fin'  it  is  swarmin'  wi'  innocent  weans. 
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SCOTCH  BALLAD. 

The  bluid  red  sun  was  glow'rin'  ower 

Dundonald's  wuds  at  e'en, 
Wi'  wistfu'  e'e,  as  laith  to  le'e, 

The  glories  o'  the  scene. 

The  gloamin'  fast  was  gatherin'  roun' 

Dundonald's  stately  ha', 
As  leddy  Marion  sat  in  grief 

Ayont  the  castle  wa'. 

Aroun'  her  knee  her  bairnies  three. 

As  puir  wee  lammies  bleat, 
Aye  lukin'  in  her  face  and  crj^in', 

"  Mither,  dinna  greet." 

But  aye  she  sabbed,  and  aye  she  grat, 

And  tore  her  yellow  hair, 
And  sech'd  "  Ah,  me  !  I'll  never  see 

My  winsome  marrow  mair. 

"  The  gowden  whins  will  bloom  again, 

The  snawdraps  sweetly  biaw  ; 
And  birdies  sing  the  wauk'nin'  Spring, 

In  yonder  birken  shaw. 

"  The  Simmer  shoo'rs  will  bathe  the  floo'rs 

Wi'  fragrant  dewy  weet, 
And  the  bee  and  the  milk-white  butterfiee 

Will  dance  in  the  noonday  heat. 
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''  The  yellow  sun  will  smile  again 

On  Autumn  sere  and  broon  ; 
But,  ah  !  nae  mair  he'll  smile  on  me — 

My  sun  o'  life's  gane  doon. 

"  For  he,  my  lord  and  maister  dear, 

Wi'  five-and-forty  men. 
On  yonder  plain,  Hes  foully  slain, 

By  Roderick  o'  the  Glen. 

"  'Twas  but  yestreen,  nae  far'er  gane, 

His  ghaist  appeared  to  me  ; 
And  0  sae  wan  his  snaw-white  broo. 

And  dull  and  glaiz't  his  e'e. 

"  His  manly  breist  was  sairly  gashed 

Wi'  ae  big  gapin'  woun'  ; 
And  aye  as  I  luk'd  on  its  bluidy  mou'. 

My  heart  gied  the  tither  stoun. 

"  He  held  me  in  his  clay  cauld  airms. 

He  pressed  me  to  his  heart ; 
And  kissed  awa',  wi'  clammy  lips, 

The  tears  that  aye  wad  start. 

"  '  O  dry  the  tear,  the  saut,  saut  tear, 

And  dinna  greet,  guidwife, 
For  O  I  am  weary  and  fain  wad  sleep 

Awa'  frae  the  sturt  and  strife. 

"  '  O  swathe  me  roun'  in  my  windin'  sheet. 
And  lay  me  aneath  the  swaird. 

In  the  howm  owre  by,  whar  my  faithers  lie 
At  rest  in  the  aald  kirkyaird. 
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"  '  And  ye  maun  gie  me  your  promise  true. 

Ye  maun  sweer  a  holy  aith, 
By  yon  siller  mune,  and  the  God  abune, 

That  ye  will  avenge  my  death.' 

"  I  swore  by  Him  wha  rules  abune, 

And  a'  that  I  held  guid, 
That  I  ne'er  wad  rest,  in  my  herried  nest, 

Till  I  pey'd  the  debt  o'  bluid. 

"  As  he  pressed  me  to  his  breist  ance  mair. 

By  some  wanchancie  hap. 
He  melted  awa'  in  my  airms  like  the  mist 

Frae  aff  Ben  Lomond  tap." 

And  the  nicht  closed  in,  the  wild  fox  barked. 

The  dews  aroun'  did  fa'. 
And  the  hoolet  maned  his  eerie  plaint 

Aroun'  the  castle  wa'. 

And  still  she  sat,  and  sabbed,  and  grat, 

And  tore  her  yellow  hair  ; 
And  sech'd,  "  Ah,  me  !  I'll  never  see 

My  winsome  marrow  mair." 
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COLLYER'S  WEEDOW. 

'Twas  jist  when  my  youngest  was  born, 
When  Rab  was  the  wean  at  my  fit  ; 

On  a  cauld  winter's  Setterday  morn, 
That  oor  ane  was  kill't  in  the  pit. 

I  was  sittin',  I  min',  by  the  fire, 
Wi'  Leezie,  the  wean,  at  my  breist ; 

When  in  cam'  wee  Wull  Macintyre, 
Wi'  a  face,  ay,  as  solemn's  a  pnest's. 

"  I  doot,  Mrs.  Sim,"  he  begood, 

"  There's  an  accident  owre  at  the  Mains  ; 
For  aroun'  the  pitheid  there's  a  crood 

0  men  buddies,  weemen,  and  weans." 

"  My  God  !  it's  oor  Geordie,"  I  cried. 
As  I  banged  to  my  feet  on  the  flair  ; 
Then  wrappin'  the  wean  in  the  plyde, 

1  was  oot  o'  the  hoose  Hke  a  hare. 

At  the  heid  o'  the  Hurries  big  brae 

A  solemn  procession  I  met — 
Eh  sirse,  'twas  a  sorrowfu'  day, 

A  day  that  Til  never  forget. 

I  was  left  wi'  a  faimly  o'  five — 

An  unco  bit  haun'hn'  atweel. 
When  ane  has  to  plan  and  contrive 

To  deed  them,  and  keep  them  in  meal. 
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Yet  I  managed  to  keep  oot  o'  debt, 

By  eydently  workin'  avva', 
At  the  harvest,  or  ocht  I  could  get, 

That  wad  earn  me  a  shuUin'  or  twa. 

The'  worriet  and  wrocht  aff  my  feet, 
And  like  to  be  bate  for  a  spell, 

I  saw  that  my  weans  gat  their  meat ; 
Tho'  I  aften  gaed  hungry  mysel'. 

At  nicht,  when  their  rantin'  wad  cease. 
And  a*  was  as  quate  as  a  moose, 

I  hae  pictured  them  seekin'  a  piece. 
When  there  wasna  a  bite  in  the  hoose. 

Thank  guidness  !   'twas  only  a  dream ; 

Tho'  feedin',  and  cleedin'  were  scant, 
We  never  yet  reached  the  extreme 

O'  coming  to  actual  want. 

If  maitters  had  come  to  the  warst, 

I'd  the  "  Board  "  to  fa'  back  on,  ye  see, 

Guid  kens  !   frae  the  first  to  the  last. 
It  had  aye  been  a  terror  to  me. 

But  I  hel'  to  the  truth  o'  my  creed. 

That  He  wha  the  raven  sastains, 
Wad  never  neglect  in  their  need 

A  collyer's  weedow  and  weans. 
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KEEKIE  BOO. 

Our  bairnies  roun'  the  ingle  cheek — 

The  noisy  crew, 
Are  busy  plajnng  at  hide  and  seek, 

At  keekie  boo. 
There's  Leezie,  Jock,  and  Maggie  Jane, 
Wee  Tam,  wha  scarce  can  rin  his  lane, 
Oor  Jimmock,  and  a  neebor  wean, 

Wee  Gibbie  Frew. 

A'  fu'  o'  daffin',  fun,  and  glee — 

Noo  I'll  be  boun', 
The  like  o'  them  ye  winna  see 

In  a'  the  toon. 
They're  rinnin'  here,  and  hiding  there, 
In  press,  and  closet,  everywhere  ; 
Gude  gracious.  Tarn's  fa'n  doon  the  stair, 

And  crack'd  his  croon. 

"  And  did  it  crunt  its  croon,  my  lam', 

My  sugar  doo  ? 
The  stair,  it  did  it  to  ma  wee  Tam, 

Did  it  to  you  ? 
Wheesht,  noo,  wheesht,  the  poosie  cat 
Is  lauchin'  at  ye — luk  at  that. 
Gae  wa'  ye  clatty,  nasty  brat, 

Jist  quat  it  noo. 

"  Will  mammy  pey  the  muckle  stair 

For  meddlin'  you  ? 
Wheesht,  wheesht,  and  tell  me  vvhar  it's  sair  ; 

Noo,  noo  ;  noo,  noo. 


i8  VERSE. 


Whar's  his  rattle  ?     Bring  him't,  Liz, 
Ye'll  no  get  it,  no,  it's  his. 
Bring  his  rattle  ;  there  it  is  ; 
Hurroo,  hurroo. 

"  Noo,  Tam,  gae  ower,  I  winna  staun 

This  how  d'y'  do. 
Wha'd  put  up  vvi'  you,  ye  thrawn 

111  natur't  screw  ? 
Roaring  there,  ye  muckle  cuif, 
As  if  ye  wad  bring  doon  the  ruif  ; 
Jist  quat  it,  or  I'll  draw  my  luif 

Across  your  mou'. 

"  I  won'er  that  ye  don't  think  shame. 

Ye  girnin'  fricht. 
I'll  tell  your  da  when  he  comes  hame. 

This  very  nicht. 
I'll  let  him  ken  the  toil  and  faucht 
I  hae  wi'  you,  frae  nine  to  aucht ; 
That  face  has  never  yet  been  straucht 

Sin'  mornin'  licht." 

Jist  listen  to  their  noise  and  din, 

Their  wild  haUoo  ; 
Ye'd  think  'twas  Bedlam  ye  were  in, 

Or  London  Zoo. 
Wee  Meg  cries  oot,  "  Noo,  Johnnie  Law, 
Jist  hide  your  face  against  the  wa'. 
And  dinna  luk  until  we  a' 

Cry  keekie  boo." 
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"  Come  oot,"  cries  Jock,  "  whar'er  you  be 

In  hiding  noo  ; 
A  better  chance  ye '11  never  see — 

I  spy  ye,  Frew." 
There  oot  jumps  Frew  like  wan  o'clock, 
"  Rin,  ye  stuiffie,  rin  man,  Jock  ; 
Gude  gracious,  they'll  hae  doon  the  nock — 

The  rovvdy  crew. 

"  Ye  muckle  steerin'  deevil,  Jock, 

When  ye  begin 
Ye'd  keep  a  big  hoose,  fu'  o'  folk. 

In  noise  and  din. 
Here,  haun  me  owre  that  leather  strap  ; 
Noo,  jist  come  near  me,  ma  wee  chap, 
I'U  gi'e  ye  something  Ovvre  ma  lap. 

You'll  maybe  fin'. 

"  Ma  sang  !  o'  you  the  hoose  I'll  redd, 

I'll  wad  a  croon. 
Gin  ye're  no'  a'  intae  your  bed 

And  sleepin'  soun' 
Before  I  rise."     There,  see  them  cast 
Their  duds  like  leaves  afore  the  blast ; 
They're  in  their  beds,  thank  guid,  at  last, 

And  cuddled  doon. 


Puir,  guileless  lam's,  they  little  ken. 

Or  dream  th'  noo, 
That  life  at  best  is  but  a  gem.m 

At  keekie  boo. 
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There's  aulder,  bigger  bairns  wha  rin 
In  search  o'  Him,  the  hidden  Ane, 
Wha's  hiding  place  is  far  abune 
The  bonnie  blue. 

Wi'  wary  e'e,  aye  dreidin'  skaith, 

We  cook  and  keek. 
Thro'  gloomy  cluds  and  mists  o'  death. 

For  Him  we  seek. 
And  aften  dae  we  come  to  grief 
Doon  stairs  o'  doubt  and  unbelief  ; 
We're  bairnlike,  never  oot  mischief, 

Plain  truth  to  speak. 


THE  WRESTLER. 

Yestreen,  whyle  I 

Was  sittin'  by 
My  lanely  ingle  en', 

I  he^rd  the  sneck 

O'  the  door  play  click, 
Then  something  steppit  ben. 

In  form  and  shape 

A  man,  or  ape. 
Your  choice,  I'll  no'  insist ; 

Lang,  thin,  and  swank, 

Wi'  spurtle  shanks 
Nae  thicker  than  my  wrist. 
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"  Noo  whit — or  wha 

Are  ye  ava  ? 
A  buddy  or  a  wraith  ?" 

The  answer  cam', 

"  Your  freen'  I  am, 
Altho'  my  name  is  Death." 

"  Then  by  the  poo'rs 

I'm  nane  o'  yours," 
Quo'  I,  "if  that  be  true, 

Sit  doon  at  that — 

For  I  hae  gat 
A  craw  to  pick  wi'  you." 

"  Ye'll  min',  nae  doot, 

The  warslin'  boot 
At  ween  yoursel'  and  me. 

In  presence  o' 

My  freens  below, 
And  Him,  oor  referee. 

"  I  focht  ye  fair 

For  months,  and  mair. 
Ye  played  me  fause,  alack  ! 

Before  I  wist, 

Wi'  kinch  and  twist. 
Ye  threw  me  on  my  back. 

"  Ye  held  me  till 

Da'yeU  wi'  skill, 
Ad\'ice  and  coonsels  sweet, 

Undid  your  grup. 

Then  helped  me  up 
And  put  me  on  my  feet. 
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"  Lo'd,  but  for  liim 

And  doctor  Jim, 
Wha  then  were  in  their  prime, 

I  micht  hae  been 
-  Ootwitted  clean, 
And  coonted  oot  o'  time." 

"  Confoond  their  airt — 

Gin  they  be  sparet 
To  leeve  a  wee  whyle  langer, 

I'll  loss  my  nerve, 

Kirkyairds  '11  starve. 
And  worms  '11  dee  o'  hunger, 

"  But  by  my  faith, 

I'll  stop  their  breath 
When  next  we  meet,"  quo'  he  ; 

"  Whit  richt  had  they 

To  meddle  wi' 
And  interfere  wi'  me, 

"  When  I  had  gat 

Ye  on  the  mat, 
And  held  ye  to  the  spot ; 

My  knee  upon 

Your  stomach  and 
My  fingers  at  your  throat. 

"  Ye  suffered  much 

Whyle  in  my  clutch, 
Wi'  monie  a  grunt  and  grane ; 

Ye  pled  wi'  me 

In  charity 
To  put  ye  oot  o'  pain. 
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"  In  spite  of  a' 

Ye  gained  the  fa', 
Tho'  lood  ye  crawed  and  cackled ; 

I  must  admit 

Ye're  the  teuchest  bit 
O'  cley  I  ever  tackled. 

"  Sae  there's  my  haun'. 

Ye  unnerstaun' 
I  bear  ye  nae  ill  %viU  ; 

As  sportsman  I 

Will  ne'er  deny 
My  business  is  to  kill." 

"  Ouo'  I,  "  Before 

I  join  your  core, 
Or  lay  my  loof  in  thine, 

Ye'U  gie  yoar  word 

Ye'll  ne'er  disturb 
Nor  vex  a  freen  o'  mine. 

"  Abune  them  a' 

Ye  maunna  thraw 
Wi'  Walker  o'  the  Tnine, 

Wha  backed  me  thro' 

My  fecht  wi'  you, 
And  helped  to  gar  me  win. 

"  Gin  ye  but  touch 

Ae  hair  as  much, 
Or  lay  a  haun'  on  him, 

By  a'  I'm  worth — 

By  heaven  and  earth — 
I'U  tear  ye  Hmb  frae  limb." 
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"  Mortal,"  quo'  he, 
"  Your  words  wi'  me 

Hae  nae  the  least  effect, 
Sae  don't  begin 
And  waste  your  win' ! 

Ye'll  need  it  yet,  I'll  sweck  ! 

"  Your  freen',  or  mate. 

Maun  jist  leeve  quate. 
Nor  tempt  me  to  the  strife  ; 

I  never  yoke 

On  healthy  folk 
Wha  leeve  the  simple  life. 

"  If  man  wad  eat. 

Digest  his  meat. 
And  leeve  the  hfe  that's  pure, 

'Tween  you  and  me, 

He  wadna  dee. 
But  wither  like  a  floo'r." 

By  this  the  dawn 

Was  near  at  haun', 
The  era  win'  o'  a  cock 

Frae  somewhar  near. 

Resounding  clear, 
Upon  my  senses  broke. 

I  glowered  aroun'. 
The  fire  was  doon, 

The  door  was  aff  the  chain. 
His  empty  chair 
Was  staunnin'  there  ; 

My  visitor  had  gane. 
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SPRING. 

Mither  Nature's 

Every  feature 
Is  beamin'  wi'  delicht ; 

Birdies  chantin' 

In  the  plan  tin', 
Bonnie,  blythe,  and  bricht. 

Buds  are  burstin', 

Floo'rs  are  thirstin', 
Drinkin'  in  the  dew  ; 

Grass  is  growin', 

Cattle  lowin', 
Corbies  hunt  the  ploo. 

Shine  and  shadow 
OwTe  the  meadow, 

BUnkin'  bonnilee  ; 
Lichtsome  lammies, 
Roun'  their  mammies, 

Loupin'  fu'  o'  glee. 

Burnies  giggle. 

Dance  and  treble 
Owre  the  rocky  Hnns, 

Keekin',  cookin', 

Jinkin',  joukin' 
'Neath  the  gowden  whins. 
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Aipple  blossoms 
Bare  their  bosoms 

To  the  wanton  Sun  ; 
Owre  the  hedges 
Cluds  o'  midges 

Dancin'  in  their  fun. 

Craiks  are  yirmin', 
Loodly  chirmin', 

'Mang  the  fields  o'  rye  ; 
Laverocks  wingin', 
Upwards  singin', 

Music  floods  the  sky. 

Heaven  rejoices, 

Mystic  voices 
Speak  to  me  and  sing 

Of  bUss  supernal 

And  eternal 
In  another  Spring. 
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THE  KITTLINS. 

The  barn  'tween  the  Raw  and  Laputa  was  big, 
The  water  was  up  to  the  bowe  o'  the  brig, 
Steele's  park  was  in  flood,  jist  a  great  muckle  sea, 
When  auld  Mrs.  Wilson  (a  kind  ane  was  she) 
Gied  us  bawbees  the  piece,  a  bit  butter  and  breid, 
That  was  spread  wi'  her  thoom,  and  a  clap  on  the 

heid. 
To  gang  a  bit  erran',  to  rin  awa'  doon 
To  the  bum  at  the  plantin',  some  kitthns  to  droon. 
"  Rin  awa  na,"  quo'   she,   "  rin  awa'   like  guid 

weans 
And  haste  ye,  don't  taigle,  in  case  be  it  rains  ; 
Slip  oot  by  the  back,  and  aroun'  the  hoose  en'. 
And  don't  let  their  mither,  auld  bawdrons,  ken." 

Wi'  this  pairtin'  advice  we  were  oot  and  awa' 
Wi'  the  bonniest  wee  kitthns  that  ever  ye  saw, 
Rou'd  up  in  oor  daidleys,    twa  blacks,   and    a 

broon 
Wi'  a  ring  roun'  its  neck  and  a  staur  on  its  croon. 

When  we  gaed  to  the  water  we  aff  wi'  oor  shune, 
Jist  waded  a  wee  bit  then  tum'let  them  in. 
We  begood  to  get  frichtit,  grew  white  as  a  wraith, 
When  we  saw  the  wee  smeowts  in  their  struggle  wi' 

death. 
We  burst  oot  a  greetin',  we  sabbit  and  grat, 
Cryin',    "  Geordie,    catch   this   ane ;     O   Jeannie, 

catch  that. 
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See,  Sannie  !   it's  sinkin'  ;   0,  don't  let  it  droon. 
It's  the  cricklet,  the  wee  ane  ;  O  heeste  ye,  rin  doon 
To  the  bend  o'   the  burnie,  come,  oot  thro'  the 

dyke, 
Ye'll  kep  it  yet,  Sannie,  ye  wuU,  if  ye  Hke." 

Some  busses  and  sticks  that  were  lyin'  aboot 
We  at  last  gat  the  hand  o'  and  clautit  them  oot. 
Then  were  makin'  for  hame  noo  quite  proud  and 

jocoe. 
When  a  big  gleam  o'  hchtnin'  gart  us  cry  "  Oh  !" 
And  shake  in  oor  shune  for  oor  wicked  misdeeds — 
Then  crash  cam'  the  thun'er  jist  richt  owre  oor 

heids 
Like  the  splittin'  o'  sticks,  and  doon  rushed  the 

rain, 
Makin'  rings  on  the  road,  chokin'  syvor  and  drain. 
By  the  time  that  we  managed  to  get  to  the  Raw 
Ilk  ane  o'  us,  aj^  was  as  drookit's  a  craw. 

We  suffered,  nae  doot,  for  oor  folly,  and  yet 
It  learned  us  the  lesson  we'll  never  forget 
As  lang  as  we  leeve  and  oor  senses  retain — 
Never  to  cause  onie  sufferin'  or  pain 
To  the  meanest  o'  craturs,  but  ever  defen' 
The  helpless  and  waik.  be  they  kittlins  or  men. 
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LANGSYNE. 

It's  O  for  the  days  o'  oor  daffin'  and  glee, 
When  barefitted  callans,  Hcht-hearted  and  free, 
We  ran  on  the  braes,  owre  the  auld  quarry  knowes, 
Whaur  the  brume,  and  the  breckan,  and  the  batter- 
cup  growes  ; 
Whaur  we  played  at  coach  horses,  the  bonnets,  and 

tig. 
And  waded  the  water  below  the  wee  brig, 
Wi'  oor  jaickets  and  grauvats  hung  up  on  the  trees, 
And  our  corduroy  breeks  buttle't  up  to  oor  knees  ; 
Or  rakit  the  plantins  till  weary  and  lame, 
Then  hungry  as  hawks,  we  gaed  hirpHn  hame, 
To  be  met  at  the  door  wi'  "  Lo'd  whaur  ha'e  ye  been 
To  this  time  o'  nicht  ?    Callan,  whit  d'ye  mean  ? 
Jist  luk  at  your  claes,  a'  as  wat  as  a  clash  : 
O'  it's  little  ye  think  o'  the  bother  and  fash 
That  ye  gi'e  to  your  mither,  aye  nicht  after  nicht. 
Ye  raggit-like  scaurcraw,  get  oot  o'  my  sicht." 

Nae  won'er  at  times  that  we  sit  doon  and  greet, 
When  we  think  on  the  freens  we  will  never  mair 

meet — 
The  freens  o'  oor  youth  that  are  scattered  and  gane. 
That  are  deid  and  awa'.     'Mang  them  a'  there  is 

nane, 
O'  the  freens  we  ha'e  noo,  half  sae  couthie  and  kin' 
As  the  leal-hearted  callans,  the  freens  o'  langsyne. 
There  was  wee  Geordie  Kinney,  a  steerin'  wee  deil. 
As  hardy  as  nails  and  as  soople's  an  eel, 
Wha  wad  dim'  up  a  tree,  in  his  daffin'  and  fun. 
And  swing  himsel'  doon  by  a  brainch  to  the  grun'. 
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But  it  happened  ae  day  that  this  cocky  wee  chap, 
At  this  monkey-like  trick,  had  an  unco  mishap  ; 
The  brainch  gie-in  wey  he  cam'  doon  wi'  a  thump, 
Jist  richt  on  his  bum,  on  a  muckle  tree  stump. 
His   face    grew    sae   white,    maist   the   colour  o' 

death  ; 
Losh,    the   callan   was  heartet   and   couldna  get 

breath  ; 
He  ettled  to  speak  ;  but  no  !   never  a  soun', 
Till  wee  Davie  Ross,  to  the  burn  rinnin'  doon, 
Filled  up  his  bonnet,  as  quick  as  ye'd  wink, 
Wi'  the  clear  caller  water  and  gied  him  a  drink. 
Only  then  he  gat  up  a  bit  burst  o'  a  greet. 
And  was  able  at  last  to  gae  hame  on  his  feet. 

Noo  of  a'  the  exploits,  and  they  werena  a  few, 
That  wee  Sannock  Kinnicum  ever  cam'  thro', 
The  ane  at  the  Mains  was  the  warst  o'  them  a', 
And  micht  weel  ha'e  gat  him  the  lash  o'  the  law. 
He  had  clum  up  a  tree,  jist  ahint  the  big  hoose  ; 
And  there  he  was  sitting  quite  cocky  and  crouse. 
When  wha  should  come  lampin'  oot  owre  the  green 

swaird, 
Wi'  his  great  muckle  dug,  but  Sir  Tummas  the 

laird. 
"  Come  down,  you  young  rascal,  come  down  of^ 

that  tree  ; 
Come    down   in    a    moment ;     come    down,    sir," 

quo'  he. 
Quo'  Sannock,  half  greetin',  "  It's  no'  me  to  blame; 
Hug  hock  Samson,  he  tell't  me  ye  werena  at  hame; 
That  ye  wadna  be  back  for  a  geyan  lang  while  ; 
And  it's  if  I  came  doon  ye  will  gi'e  me  the  jile." 
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"  Come  down  ;    I'll  not  touch  you,"  Sir  Tummas 

then  said, 
"  On  my  honour  I'll  harm  not  a  hair  of  your  head." 
Quo'  Sannock,  still  dootfu',  and  lukin'  a'  roun', 
"  Say  '  As  shuir  as  death,'  Tam,  and  it's  then  I'll 

come  doon." 

There  was  wee  Robin  Wilson  (he's  aye  leevin'  yet), 
Wha  scarce  ever  wanted  a  thorn  in  his  fit  ; 
Sae-  ran  on  his  taes  maist  the  haill  simmer  thro'  ; 
For  Robin  was  speedy  :    could  rin  hke  a  groo. 
He  beheved  in  the  saying  that  "  Sookin'  raw  eggs 
WuU  mak'  ye  lang- winded  and  swift  on  your  legs." 
Tho'  we  didna  believe  that  sic  was  the  case, 
Wee  Robin  was  never  behin'  in  a  race. 
In  a  chase  frae  "  auld  Treesie,"  the  laird  o'  Trees- 
banks, 
Wha  was  aye  on  the  watch  for  oor  ploys  and  oor 

pranks. 
Only  ance  was  he  gruppit,  and  maitters  luk'd  bad. 
As  a  couple  o'  hares  in  his  bonnet  he  had — 
Twa  bonnie  wee  hares  in  his  bonnet,  it's  true. 
(The  buddy,  he  hasna  much  mair  in't  the  noo. 
As  the  last  time  we  saw  him,  ae  nicht  in  the  toon. 
He  was  getting  quite  bald-like  and  bare  i'   the 

croon.) 
We  fancy  we  see  him  jist  there  tak'  his  staun, 
Wi'  an  auld  riddle  rim  for  a  girr  in  his  haun  ; 
Wi'  his  broon  velvet  jaicket  and  corduroy  breeks, 
And  a  face  as  it  hadna  seen  water  for  weeks. 
On  his  held  an  auld  bonnet,  that  ance  had  bee» 

blue, 
Wi'  a  hole  in  the  croon  o't — his  hair  stickin'  thro'; 
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Jist  the  picture  o'  health,  tho'  a  toozie  wee  tyke, 
Sae  sleekit,  sae  sly,  and  sae  innocent  like. 
O,  a  tricky  wee  monkey,  aye  fond  o'  a  wap, 
Wha  could  never  gae  by  ye  without  a  bit  slap, 
And  if  ye  but  answered,  "  Noo,  that  is  eneuch," 
He  wad  pick  aff  your  bonnet  and  fling't  in  the 
sheuch. 

O  the  scrapes  he  gat  intae,  the  pranks  that  he 

played, 
On  this  ane,  or  that  ane,  wharever  he  gaed. 
But  the  trick  that  he  played — 'twas  the  warst  o' 

them  a', 
On  puir  Jamie  Lammie,  that's  deid  and  awa'. 
It  happened  when  Jamie  cam'  Caiperton  airt, 
For  a  cairtfu'  o'  coals,  wi'  his  cuddy  and  cairt. 
We  callans  and  halflins  aroun'  him  wad  thrang 
And  fill  Jamie's  cairt  for  a  story  or  sang. 
O'  this  time  we  speak,  if  we  be  na'  mista'en, 
He  was  singin'  "  Sweet  Jessie,  the  flcver  o'  Dun- 
blane." 
Noo,  something  had  happened  to  lowse  Jamie's 

tongue, 
For  this  was  the  gist  o'  the  sang  that  he  sung, 
In  a  voice  fu'  o'  feeling,  sae  measured  and  slow  : 
"  My  charming  young  Jessie — O,  whoa,  ye  bruit, 

whoa, 
Some  ill-deedy  rascal,  some  meddlesome  buddy. 
Has  put  a  bit  coal  in  the  lug  o'  my  cuddy." 
He  raged  like  a  madman,  he  cursed  and  he  swore  ; 
And  the  cuddy  let  oot  sic  a  terrible  roar, 
That  Rab,  gettin'  frichtit,  was  aff  like  a  hare. 
And  Jamie,  the  puir  body,  saw  him  nae  mair. 
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When  ilk  farmer  ca'd  in  at  the  Sheaf  or  the  Bull, 
On  the  Fridays  gaun  hame,  for  his  hindmost  bit 

gill. 
We  callans  wad  gather  aroun'  him  in  force, 
And  wrangle  and  fecht  to  get  haudin'  his  horse. 
There  was  ae  mickle  callan,  a  terrible  splore, 
Wha  didna  belang  to  the  rest  o'  the  core, 
Wha  challenged  wee  Francie  Raeside  to  a  fecht, 
Tho'  bigger  by  inches,  maist  dooble  his  wecht. 
He  coontit  his  buttons  and  spat  in  his  face, 
And  then  gied  him  foogie — an  unco  disgrace, 
Whilk  Frank  couldna  staun  ;    so  he  at  liim  like 

fung— 
Got  his  held  in  his  oxter  and  hit  him  a  whung 
Jist  richt  on  the  nose  ;   then  he  gied  him  anither  ; 
Gart  him  baa  like  a  calf,  and  cry  "  Mither,  O 

mither." 
When  Frank  let  him  go,  then  he  up  wi'  a  stane  ; 
But  Frank  took  it  frae  him,  and  hit  him  again 
Sic  a  loonderin'  lick  on  the  side  o'  the  jaw, 
That  it  settled  the  bully  for  ance  and  for  a'. 

There  was  wee  Davie  Porter,  sae  eager  was  he 
To  get  haudin'  a  horse  that  he  didna  agree 
Wi'  the  ithers  in  waitin'  till  ance  it  drew  up. 
But  wad  rin  till  he  met  it.    The  reins  he  wad  grup. 
And  lead  it  in  triumph  richt  up  to  a  door, 
Whaur  aiblins  it  never  had  stoppit  before. 
Then  likely  the  farmer  wad  thank  him  and  say, 
"  I'm  no'  gaun  to  stop,  sir,  at  least  no'  the  day  ; 
But  some  ither  time  when  I'm  comin'  alang 
I'll  be  glad  o'  your  help."      Then  awa'  he  wad 
gang. 
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Ae  nicht  he  was  haudin'  a  horse  at  the  Bull 
For  a  farmer  wha  cam'  frae  ayont  Craigie  Hill. 
When  he  cam'  to  the  door,  up  to  Davie  he  gaed, 
And  lukit  him  owre,  and  solemnly  said  : 
"  You're  jist  rayther  big  for  a  penny  I  see  ; 
And  yet  for  a  dram  you're  a  kennin'  ower  wee. 
I'd  best  gae  ye  naething — jist  naething  ava." 
He  then  put  his  whup  to  the  horse  and  awa', 
And  left  Davie  staunnin'  wi'  tears  in  his  een. 
As  dumpit  a  callan  as  ever  he'd  been. 

O,  it's  when  we  luk  back  on  the  days  that  are  gane 
We  seem  to  hae  leev't  in  a  worF  o'  oor  ain, 
Whaur  the  skies  were  a  brichter  and  bonnier  blue. 
And  the  floo'rs  had  a  sweeter  and  lovelier  hue  ; 
Whaur    the    birds    whustled   sweeter   the    hedges 

amang. 
And  blyther  and  baulder  the  laverock  sang  ; 
Whaur  the  plantin's  were  forests  to  you  and  to  me, 
And  ilka  bit  burnie  a  braid,  rowin'  sea  ; 
Whaur  hills  that  were  jist  o'  an  ordinctr'  size 
Seemed  great  muckie  mountains  that  reached  to 

the  skies. 
Even  commonplace  folks  were  lukit  on  then 
No'  as  ordinary  mortals,  but  men  amang  men. 

A  man  we  luk'd  up  to  was  aald  Robin  Pitt. 
Straucht-forrit  and  honest,  he'd  gumption  and  wit. 
He  didna  believe  in  the  minister's  plan 
O'  stufiin'  and  feedin'  the  spiritual  man  ; 
But  held  that  a  guid  and  a  weel-cookit  dinner 
Wad  mak'  ye  a  saunt  oot  o'  mony  a  sinner  ; 
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That  a  man  can  be  bad  when  his  stomach  is  fu', 

Or  giiid  when  it's  loom,  he  wad  never  alloo. 

"  It's  a'  stuff  and  nonsense,"  he'd  say,  "  that '  The 

haun 
That  is  rockin'  the  cradle  is  ruhn'  the  Ian',' 
It's  the  haun  o'  the  wife,  'mang  the  meal  and  the 

flour 
That,  wielding  the  spurtle,  is  the  dominant  pooer." 
Noo  Robin  could  argue  at  length  and  debate 
On  maitters  concerning  the  Kirk  and  the  State. 
He  was  orator,  cobbler,  and  poet  by  turns  ; 
Weel  posted  in  Shakespeare,  the  Bible,  and  Bums; 
Could  doctor  a  wean  wi'  the  measles  or  mumps  ; 
Or  tell  ye  your  fortune  by  reading  your  bumps  ; 
Though  honest  and  truthfu',  and  ocht  but  a  knave. 
He'd  his  fauts  and  his  failin's  as  weel  as  the  lave  ; 
He  likit  a  dram,  on  a  chance  nicht  at  e'en. 
In  the  "Bull"  or  the  "Sheaf"  wi'  a  cronie  or  freen. 
Ae  nicht  he  foregathered  and  crackit  till  late 
Wi'  the  factor,  or  grieve,  on  Knockmarloch  estate. 
"  Man,  factor,"  quo'  he,  "  I  hae  lang  had  a  min' 
To  examine  your  bumps.    Sae  if  you're  incUned 
To  gang  on  wi'  the  business,  we'll  jist  hae  it  dune." 
Quo'  the  factor:  "  Weel,  Robin,  come  on  and  begin." 
He  fummlet  awhile  'mang  his  bumps  and  his  hair, 
Takin'  notes  o'  them  here,  makin'  measurements 

there  ; 
Lukit  grave  for  a  wee,  then  his  verdict  he  gied  : 
"  Man,  factor,"  quo'  he,  "  you've  a  capital  heid." 
"  Nae  doot,"  quo'  the  factor,  "  but  Pitt,  I'll  be 

sworn 
Gin  ye  had  it  ye  wadna  think  much  o't  the  morn." 
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But  noo  a'  the  glamour  and  glory  is  gane 

Frae  oot  o'  our  lives.    We  wander  alane 

'Mang  the  scenes  o'  oor  5^outh,  wi'  the  tear  in  oor  e'e, 

Whaur  every  buss,  and  every  tree 

Has  a  story  to  tell  that  brings  back  to  oor  min' 

The  couthie  wee  callans  and  freens  o'  langsyne. 

Then  it's  O  to  be  back  in  the  sunshine  and  heat, 

Wi'  the  win  in  oor  hair,  the  grass  under  oor  feet ; 

To  feel  as  we  felt  ere  the  warl'  and  it's  care 

Had  furrowed  oor  foreheids,  and  whitened  oor  hair; 

But  never  again  'neath  the  licht  o'  the  sun 

Will  we  taste  o'  sic  pleasures,  sic  innocent  fun. 

But  we  firmly  believe,  owre  the  borders  o'  Time, 

We  will  meet  in  a  brichter  and  happier  clime, 

Whaur  never  again  we'll  be  fated  to  tjme 

The  pleasures  o'  youth  and  the  freens  o'  langsyne. 


FIRST  OF  APRIL. 

First  of  April,  early  mornin' 

(Aiblins  this  is  beggar's  news), 
I,  Jock  Anderson,  was  born  in 

Yon  wee  ruckle  o'  a  hoose 
Atween  the  Munton  and  Barassie, 

Whar  ailing  folk  the  breezes  snowk, 
My  faither  thocht  I'd  be  a  lassie. 

But  I  gied  him  hunt-the-gowk. 

Sent  to  schule  alang  wi'  ithers 
To  learn  my  lessons  day  by  day. 

And  gather  gumption  Hke  my  brithers, 
To  fit  me  for  the  war'ly  fray. 
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The  maister  vowed  that  I  wad  never 
Be  fit  for  nocht  but  coals  to  howk, 

Or  cairryin'  pirns  for  some  auld  weaver, 
But  I  gied  him  hunt-the-gowk. 

I  was  nayther  man  nor  callan, 

The  puddock  hair  was  on  my  cheek. 
When  I  coorted  Leezie  Allan  ; 

Wow  !  but  she  luk'd  mim  and  meek. 
When  I  put  the  question  till  her. 

She  blushed,  gat  red  aboot  the  chowk, 
Said  "  Ay  ;"  but  wed  a  cuif  wi'  siller. 

Wasna  that  a  hunt-the-gowk  ? 

I  cursed  mysel'  and  banned  my  folly 

For  Upp'nin'  to  a  woman's  word, 
Then  fell  intae  a  melancholy, 

Whilk  neebors  said  was  maist  absurd  : 
They  dreidit  I  wad  sht  my  weazan', 

Droon  mysel'.  or  maybe  snowk 
Charcoal,  or  some  ither  pushion. 

But  I  gied  them  hunt-the-gowk. 

Oor  minister  was  ocht  but  ceevil, 

When  he  tauld  me  to  my  face 
I'd  be  roasted  by  the  deevil 

After  I  had  run  my  race. 
Gin  I  didna  men'  my  mainners. 

And  gang  to  kirk  like  ither  fowk. 
Wha  can  tell  ?  baith  saints  and  sinners 

Will  maybe  get  a  hunt-the-gowk. 
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MICHAEL  SHAW. 

Auld  Nature  has  made  ye  a  man, 

Michael  Shaw, 
On  the  honest  and  sensible  plan, 

Michael  Shaw. 
She  has  stamped  on  her  wark 
Baith  her  name  and  her  mark  ; 
Has  gifted  ye  wi'  a  bit  spark, 

Michael  Shaw, 
O'  her  ain  native  fire,  a  bit  spark. 

Tho'  to  learning  ye  canna  lay  claim, 

Michael  Shaw, 
To  be  honest  w^as  ever  your  aim, 

Michael  Shaw. 
Ye  hae  bavins  and  mense. 
Ye  hae  gumption  and  sense, 
Yet  withoot  ony  show  or  pretence, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
Withoot  ayther  show  or  pretence. 

Tho'  nayther  a  sinner  nor  saunt, 

Michael  Shaw, 
Ye  are  free  frae  a'  worldly  cant, 

Michael  Shaw. 
Aye,  and  nearer  to  grace. 
And  yon  coveted  place. 
Than  the  feck  o'  the  sanctified  race, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
Than  the  feck  o'  the  sanctified  race. 
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It's  no  in  your  heart  to  be  mean, 

Michael  Shaw. 
Ye  wad  scorn  to  mak'  use  o'  a  frien', 

Michael  Shaw. 
Nae  h5^ocrite  knave, 
To  cringe  or  to  crave. 
Or  be  ony  ane's  servant  or  slave, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
Ye  wad  scorn  to  be  ony  man's  slave. 

■You've  laid  doon  a  law  for  yoursel', 

Michael  Shaw, 
And  a'  wha  come  under  your  speU, 

Michael  Shaw. 
Ye  snub  and  ye  snool 
Baith  the  rogue  and  the  fool, 
When  they  dinna  conform  to  your  rule, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
When  they  dinna  fa'  in  wi'  your  rule. 

Ye  are  fond  o'  a  crack  and  a  smoke, 

Michael  Shaw, 
O'  a  sang,  or  an  innocent  joke, 

Michael  Shaw. 
But  the  vulgar  and  lewd 
Ye  hae  strictly  tabooed, 
As  an  honest  and  dacent  man  should, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
As  an  honest  and  dacent  man  should. 

Ye  don't  judge  a  man  by  his  coat, 

Michael  Shaw, 
By  the  siller  or  gear  he  has  got, 

Michael  Shaw. 
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For  ye'll  joke  and  ye'U  crack 

Wi'  a  tramp  or  a  quack, 

Tho'  he  hadna  a  coat  to  his  back, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
Tho'  he  hadna  a  coat  to  his  back. 


Ye  are  doon  on  the  stuipit  and  dull, 

Michael  Shaw, 
On  the  feckless  that's  wantin'  in  wull, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
And  the  ignorant  youth, 
Wi'  his  mainners  uncouth. 
Gets  the  very  warst  word  oot  your  mooth, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
Gets  the  very  warst  word  oot  your  mooth. 


And  yet  ye  are  couthie  and  kind, 

Michael  Shaw. 
To  charity  ever  inchned, 

Michael  Shaw. 
You've  the  knack  and  the  airt 
O'  concealing  the  pairt 
That  you  play  wi'  your  big  open  heart, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
That  ye  play  wi'  your  big  open  heart. 


When  Nature  comes  back  for  her  ain, 

Michael  Shaw, 
And  ye  thro'  the  shadows  hae  gane, 

Michael  Shaw. 
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Whaur  the  life  is  complete — 

There,  if  ever  we  meet, 

We  are  willing  to  sit  at  your  feet, 

Michael  Shaw  ; 
We  are  willing  to  sit  at  your  feet. 
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When  the  meadows,  in  their  daffin' 

And  their  fun, 
Hae  burst  their  sides  wi'  lauchin' 

At  the  sun  ; 
When  the  gowden  glint  and  glimmer 
O'  the  bonnie  sun  o'  Simmer, 
Wi'  its  winkin'  sheen  and  shimmer, 

Has  begun. 

I  Uke  to  gang  a-roamin', 

Frae  the  toun, 
Jist  a  wee  afore  the  gloamin 

Settles  doon  ; 
When  the  floo'rs  are  gaily  springin', 
And  the  wuds  are  loodly  ringin' 
Wi'  the  birdies  sweetly  singin' 

A'  in  tune  ; 

When  the  shadows  lie  a-slantin' 

At  my  feet. 
And  the  mavis  in  the  plantin' 

Whustles  sweet ; 
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Whaur  the  lintie's  singin'  bonnie, 
In  as  blithe  a  strain  as  onie, 
To  his  mate  and  bosom  cronie, 
Tweet  a  weet ; 

When  the  drowsy  bee  is  dronin' 

Oot  the  oors, 
In  yonder  shady  loanin' 

'Mang  the  floo'rs  ; 
Whaur  the  bonnie  milk-white  gowan 
And  the  buttercup  is  growin' 
'Neath  the  hazel  and  the  rowan's 

Leafy  boo'rs — 

To  listen  to  the  burnie, 

In  its  glee. 
As  it  bickers  on  its  journey, 

Wild  and  free, 
Tliro'  mossy  dell  and  dingle. 
Over  rocky  shale  and  shingle, 
Till  its  waters  meet  and  mingle 

Wi'  the  sea  ; 

When  ilka  thing  in  reason 

Seems  to  say  : 
"  Enjoy  the  Simmer  season 

While  you  may  ; 
For  Pleasure's  airy  bubble 
Will  burst  and  bring  you  trouble, 
Ere  the  back  is  bent  and  double 

Wi'  decay." 
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DULL  TIMES. 

Dull  times,  did  ye  say  ?     Deed  ay  ;    they  were 

bad, 
Wee  wages,  and  no  muckle  wark  to  be  had. 
Three  days  in  the  week  then,  and  aftener  twa  ; 
I  ken  na  weel  5^et  boo  we  managed  ava. 
When    we    coonted    oor    afftak's,    ae    thing    wi' 

anither, 
Whyles  there  wasna  much  left  o'  a  pey  a'thegither. 
Ae  fortnicht  we  mind  o',  we'll  never  forget, 
We  actually  were  in  the  coalmaister's  debt. 

Whit  wi'  hoose  rent  that  had  gat  to  be  pey'd 

Aye  aff  the  first  o't,  whatever  betide. 

Oor  Doctor's  uplift  and  Society  baith, 

Oor  poother,  oor  oil,  and  the  upkeep  o'  graith. 

Never  speakin'  o'  fines  that  we  couldna  avoid 

By  workin'  oor  places  a  kennin'  owre  wide. 

Gin  oor  hutches  were  licht — 'twas  tae'n  oot  o'  oor 

skins  ; 
The  hiUsman  condemned  them,  sent  back  doon  oor 

pins. 
Whilk  meant  we'd  to  howk  and  fill  ithers  again, 
To  mak'  up  the  loss  o'  the  anes  that  were  tae'n, 
Anither  injustice  we  then  had  to  thole 
Was  a  lade  keepit  aff  us  for  bingin'  o'  coal. 
Whilk  was  meant,  I  suppose,  then,  to  cover  the 

loss 
To  the  maister  in  pairtin'  wi'  some  o't  as  dross. 


44  VERSE. 

Then  we  never  could  lippen  on  gettin'  full  darg  ; 
Aye  somethin'  wad  happen  to  hinner  the  wark  : 
A  fa'  on  the  road — then  it's  hame  we'd  to  tramp, 
Or  aiblins  oor  places  were  fu'  o'  choke  damp  ; 

Or  maybe  the  water  wad  rise  in  the  sump, 
Through  somethin'  or  ither  gaun  wrang  wi'  the 

pump ; 
Or  monie  anither  bit  thing  gae  ajee, 
Whilk  nayther  the  maisters  nor  men  could  foresee. 

In  spite  of  it  a',  on  occasions  we'd  hae 

A  jollification,  a  reg'lar  field  day  ; 

That  is,  we'd  drap  wark  (tho'  we  little  could  spare't) 

On  a  fine  simmer  mornin'  and.  meet  the  jail  cairt ; 

Get  a  wee  barrel  o'  porter  or  yill  and  sit  doon 

And  drink  till  the  worl'  seemed  rinnin'  aroun'. 

Then  the  racin'  and  warslin'  and  squabblin'  began, 
'Boot  wha  was  the  best,  or  the  ablest  man. 
Some  wad  be  stripped  to  their  troosers  and  sark, 
Rinnin'  to  time  a  bit  mile  roun'  the  park  ; 
Whyle  ithers  were  playin'  at  hap,  step,  and  lowp. 
Anither,  while  warslin',  his  neebor  wad  cowp, 
Then  glance  roun'  aboot  him,  as  muckle's  to  say, 
"  I  won'er  that  some  o'  ye  don't  cry  '  Hooray  !'  " 

If  sae  we  cast  oot,  then  to  settle  the  quarrel, 
A  veesit  was  pey'd  to  the  yill  in  the  barrel, 
Whilk  ended  the  maitter.    At  last  it  gat  tume. 
Then  weariet  and  sair  baith  in  body  and  limb, 
We    gaed    stragglin'    hamewards,    a    coomie-like 

squad  ; 
But,  O  !   the  next  mornin'  the  heids  that  we  had. 
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111  aff,  did  ye  say  ?    And  but  little  to  eat  ? 

Na,  na,  guid  be  thankit,  we  aye  gat  oor  meat. 

Tho'  I  grant  ye,  at  times,  sir,  oor  feedin'  was  reuch, 

Wi'  no  muclde  kitchen  ;   yet,  still,  we'd  eneuch. 

Eneuch,  and  to  spare,  frae  oor  slender  bit  store. 

For  a  gangrel  buddy  wha  cam'  to  the  door. 

Never  a  ane  but  was  bidden  come  ben, 

And  draw  in  a  stule,  to  oor  cosy  fire  en'. 

Oor  Nannie  (God  bless  her  !)  the  ribs  she  wad  rype, 

And  gi'e  the  puir  buddy  a  licht  to  his  pipe  ; 

Let  him  dry  his  bit  duddies,  and  aibhns,  when  dune, 

Wad  gi'e  him  a  platefu'  o'  kail  and  a  spune, 

A  nievefu'  o'  meal,  or  a  bit  o'  cake  breid. 

For  whilk  monie  blessin's  were  shoor'd  on  her  heid. 

If  crippled,  or  bhn',  then  the  custom  in  use 
Was  to  cairrie,  or  lead  them,  unto  the  next  hoose. 
Nae  maitter  hoo  weariet  or  far  we'd  to  gang, 
We'd  to  buckle  and  at  it  and  hough  them  alang. 
'Twas  an  unwritten  law  that  we  nevef  brak'  thro'  ; 
We  were  Christians  then,  sir ;  but  whit  are  we  noo  ? 

Then  we'd  parritch  and  mulk  aften  mornin'  and 

nicht, 
Whilk  for  hungry  men  was  a  glorious  sicht. 
'Deed,  monie  a  flytin'  the  younkers  ha'e  gat 
For  fechtin's  to  wha  wad  get  scartin'  the  pat. 
When  skum  mulk  was  scarce,  then  it  didna  much 

maitter. 
They  wad  sup  them  to  treacle,  or  sugar  and  water — 
Or  naethin'  ava,  and  as  prood  it  wad  seem, 
As  kings  that  had  dined  on  mulk  parritch  and 

cream. 
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We  had  rowth  o'  guid  tatties,  oor  favourite  anes 
Were  the  big  Dalmahoys  that  were  biled  in  their 

skins, 
And  served  peel  and  eat  to  a  wee  pickle  saut. 
Or  aiblins  a  moothfu'  o'  whit  3^e  may  ca't — 
Soor  dook  it  was  dubbed   by  the   younkers,    I 

think, 
Whilk  was  reckoned  a  slock'nin'  and  by  ord'nar 

drink. 
Three  days  in  the  week,  ay,  and  that  without  fail, 
We'd  a  patfu'  o'  whit  was  ca'd  mitherless  kail — 
That's  broth  without  beef,  that  was  made,  d'ye  see, 
Wi'  a  bit  o'  roast  dreepin',  ca'd  then  kitchen  fee. 

Oor  weemen-folk  spared  nayther  trouble  nor  toil 

To  keep  the  fire  in  and  the  pat  at  the  boil. 

Fu'   eydent   they  wrocht,   baith  at  e'en  and  at 

morn. 
At  the  slabbin'  o'  shawls  or  the  shearin'  o'  corn. 
When   the  hervest   cam'    roun',   it   was   common 

eneuch 
For  weemen,  when  men  were  awa'  at  the  heuch, 
To  be  oot  in  the  fields  a'  as  busy  as  bees  ; 
Ilk  ane  wi'  her  coats  breekit  up  to  her  knees, 
Shearin'  and  kempin'  as  if  she  was  gyte. 
Till  forced  to  draw  breath  for  a  rest  or  a  bite. 
Or  aiblins  to  gi'e  her  young  wean  a  bit  sook — 
Her  bairnie  wha  lav  in  the  lea  o'  a  stook 
Happit  up  in   her  plyde,   till  its   mither  should 

claim 
The  best  wean  in  the  worl',  and  hurry  her  hame, 
A  wee  ere  the  gloamin'  or  aiblins,  suner, 
To  get  ready  her  man's  or  the  callans's  dinner. 
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When  oor  faimlys  were  workin',  and  into  the  hoose 
Mair  siller  was  comin',  we  began  to  craw  crouse. 
Wull  Young  and  mysel',  wi'  oor  Rab,  my  auld 

brither, 
'Boot  Mairtimas  time  aye  clubbit  thegither 
And  bocht  a  bit  heifer  at  ane  o'  the  mairts, 
Whilk  was  kill't  and  dividden  in  three  equal  pairts. 
John  Oliver  gat  (and  was  unco  weel  peyd). 
For  the  trouble  o'  killin't,  the  horns  and  the  hide. 

When  the  beast  had  been  bled,  when  the  cluits 

were  cut  aff, 
And  the  carcase  hoysed  up  by  the  houghs  to  the 

laft, 
The  weans  in  a  flicher  aroun'  him  wad  gether, 
Cryin',  "  Me,  gi'e't  to  me  ;    O,  it's  me  gets  the 

blether." 
But  John,  ever  mindfu'  o'  seein'  fair  play, 
Wad  gar  them  draw  cuts  for't  wi'   wee  bits  o' 

strae. 
The  winner,  quite  cocky,  crawed  crouse  owre  the 

ithers. 
Wha  gaed  hame  wi'  their  hearts  in  their  mooths  to 

their  mithers. 

By  the  weemen  the  tripe  was  ta'en  doon  to  the 

burn, 
At  the  cleanin'  o't  there  ilka  ane  ta'en  her  turn  ; 
There  was  rend'rin'  o'  creesh,  there  was  haggis  to 

mak'. 
Big  puddin's  and  wee  anes,  baith  white  anes  and 

black. 
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The  beef  was  cut  up  and  laid  bye  amang  brine, 
In  a  barrel  that  stood  in  the  closet.    And  syne 
The  tatties  were  howked  and  brocht  in  frae  the  park. 
On  late  efternunes  when  we'd  by  wi'  cor  wark. 
Cairriet  in  and  stowed  by,  no  in  barns  nor  in  sheds. 
But  in  b'low  the  kitchen  and  entry  beds. 

Whit  wi'  beef  and  pork  ham,  a  bit  mutton  or  veal, 
A  great  muckle  cheese,  and  a  hale  lade  o'  meal, 
Comin'  into  the  hoose  ilka  noo  and  again, 
We  were  luk'd  on  as  bien,  and  were  sae  in  the  main. 
Compared  wi'  the  times  thro'  whilk  we  had  passed. 
But,  alack  !    for  oor  forethocht,  hoo  lang  did  it 

last? 
We  had  scarce  in  a  mainner  gat  clearin'  oor  feet, 
When  the  callans,  sir,  yokit  to  peyin'  their  meat, 
And  steyin'  oot  late.    Tho'  they  never  confessed. 
They  were  railly  beginnin'  to  keek  owre  the  nest. 
Neckin'  and  nebbin'  the  lasses  like  doos, 
Till  ready  for  fleein'.    Then  oot  o'  the  hoose 
Wi'  a  flutter  they  gaed,  and  awa'  wi'  the  win', 
As  their  faithers  and  mithers  afore  them  had  dune. 
Thus  maitters  gaed  on  till  the  last  ane  had  gane. 
And  left  their  auld  mither  and  me  burd  alane. 

It's  the  wey  o'  the  worl'.    Sae  we  needna  compleen. 
The  withert  leaves  fa',  gi'ein'  place  to  the  green. 
They  in  their  turn  flourish  weel  for  a  wee, 
TiU  pairted  at  last  frae  the  auld  parent  tree. 
Tho'  weel  up  in  years  and  beginnin'  to  fail, 
We're  baith  o'  us  wonnerfu'  hearty  and  hale  ; 
Can  aye  tak'  oor  meat  wi'  the  best  o'  them  yet. 
And  dae  a  haun's  turn  in  the  hoose  or  the  pit. 
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Tho'  no  jist  sae  bien's  we  were  ance  on  a  day, 
We  can  limit  oor  wants  to  the  income  we  hae. 
There's  monie  things  we  can  be  daein'  withoot, 
Whilk  the  neebors  aroun'  us  consider,  nae  doot, 
As  needfu'  for  keepin'  them  fit  for  their  wark 
At  the  washin',  the  bakin',  or  duggin'  a  darg. 
Piiir  buddys,   they'll  maybe  j^et  learn  at   their 

leisure. 
That  walth  is  a  curse,  and  contentment  a  treasure. 

Nooj  when  we  luk  back  to  the  times  that  were  bad, 
And  think  to  oorsel's  o'  the  struggle  we  had 
To  bring  up  oor  faimly^the  gruntin',  the  granein', 
The  strivin',  the  gettin',  the  spen'in',  and  hainin'^ 
We  are  thankfu'  for  this,  that  it  learned  us  the 

lesson 
That  it's  no  a'thegither  the  fact  o'  possessin' 
The  means  o'  existence,  but  mair  (ye  will  fin'), 
In  the  struggle  for  sic,  whar  the  pleesure  comes  in. 
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Once,  in  the  vigour  of  Manhood's  youth, 

I  woo'd  me  a  maiden  whose  name  was  Truth- 

A  Heaven-born  maiden,  with  eyes  of  light 

That  seemed  to  say,  if  I  read  aright, 

"  Woo  me  and  v^nn  me  ;  if  not,  thy  doom 

Is  that  of  a  soul  in  eternal  gloom  ; 

Seek  me  aright,  and,  for  ever  and  aye. 

Dwell  in  the  light  of  eternal  day." 
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My  amorous  soul,  in  its  longing  desire 
For  the  fulness  of  life,  for  something  higher 
Than  self,  and  its  struggling,  wild  unrest, 
That  la}'-  like  a  nightmare  upon  my  breast, 
Besought  her,  with  many  a  tear  and  sigh, 
To  look  on  my  suit  with  a  kindly  eye. 
But  ever  from  me,  with  averted  gaze. 
She  turned  to  the  hght,  to  the  solar  ra3'-s, 
And,  pointing  me  upwards,  she  thus  essayed 
To  read  me  a  riddle,  this  mystic  maid  : 

"  The  wise  man  arises,  on  wings  of  Faith, 
Thro'  chaos  and  gloom,  corniption  and  death, 
To  a  purer  knowledge  of  spiritual  things  ; 
But  the  fool  ever  lags  on  the  drowsy  wings 
Of  half-fledged  trust,  'tween  earth  and  heaven, 
Unsated,  unholy,  with  soul  unshriven." 
So  saying,  she  fled  like  a  phantom  of  air, 
Fled  from  me  hither,  I  know  not  where. 

Eager  to  find  her,  I  hurried  to  trace 

Her  wandering  footsteps  from  place  to  place  ; 

I  ranged  the  world  from  Pole  to  Pole  ; 

I  peered  into  every  cranny  and  hole — 

In  the  hermit's  cave  and  the  convent  cell. 

Where  Truth  and  Light  are  supposed  to  dwell : 

But  never  a  vestige,  and  never  a  sign 

Of  her  who  had  taken  my  peace  of  mind. 

I  sought  her  in  palace,  I  sought  her  in  cot, 
Thro'  streets,  lanes,  and  alleys,  but  found  her  not ; 
In  the  homes  of  Science,  the  halls  of  Art, 
The  crowded  Exchange,  and  the  busy  Mart  ; 
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The  Senate,  the  Manse,  and  the  House  of  God, 

Where  she  used  to  reign  with  triumphant  rod. 

Then  I  cried  aloud  in  my  wild  despair, 

"  Truth,  O  Truth,  my  treasure,  my  care, 

Come  back  o'er  the  dreary  and  desolate  waste  : 

I  perish,  I  sink,  O  haste,  make  haste  !" 

But  a  voice  replied  in  my  famishing  ear, 

"  She  has  gone  ;  she  has  long  been  a  stranger  here." 

Baffled  and  foiled,  dejected,  oppress'd. 
Weary  and  worn  with  my  fruitless  quest, 
I  at  length  returned  to  my  native  home, 
No  more  to  wander,  no  more  to  roam  ; 
And  there,  on  reaching  my  journey's  end, 
I  found  her  at  last  in  the  breast  of  my  friend. 


EPISTLE  TO  WULLIE. 

Dear  WuUie,  I  am  thinkin'. 

Gin  the  words  wad  come  but  clinkin', 

O'  writin'  ye  a  letter,  sir,  in  rhyme  ; 
But  my  muse  is  gettin'  laz3% 
And  my  thochts  are  somewhat  hazy, 

I'm  afraid  I'll  ha'e  to  wait  and  gi'e  her  time. 

But,  in  spite  o'  her  refusal, 

Here  I  send  for  your  perusal 
A  bit  something  that  is  nayther  here  nor  there  ; 

A  bit  o'  rhyming  jingle. 

To  amuse  ye  when  ye  mingle 
Wi'  your  freens  aroun'  the  ingle,  naething  mair. 
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I'm  here  as  hale  and  hearty 

As  a  man  o'  five  and  thirty. 
And  can  shake  my  fit  wi'  younkers  onie  day, 

At  up  and  doon  the  middle, 

To  the  yankin'  o'  a  fiddle  ; 
Ay,  and  wull  as  lang's  I'm  able,  "Hooch,  hooray!' 

As  lang's  my  daily  drammock 

Is  agreein'  wi'  my  stomach. 
And  sleep  attends  my  hummock  whar  I  lie. 

In  my  shingle  covered  shanty. 

That  was  left  me  by  my  aunty, 
I'm  contented  and  I'm  canty  ;   'deed,  am  I. 

I've  dune  wi'  sitting  gloomin', 

Lukin'  furrit  and  assumin' 
That  the  floo'rs  '11  no  be  bloomin'  in  the  Spring  ; 

For  there's  no  a  man  in  twenty 

Has  been  muckle  better  dune  to — 
Sae  I  whustle  like  a  lintie  and  I  sing. 

Ye' 11  maybe  think  it  funny 

That  owre  muckle  breid  and  honey 
Has  been  the  death  o'  monie  dacent  men. 

'Tis  the  sweet,  and  no  the  bitter, 

Mak's  the  worthless  human  htter, 
That  is  trampit  in  the  gutter  at  the  en'. 

It  ocht  to  mak'  us  humble 

When  we  see  a  neebor  tumble, 
But  instead  o'  that  we  mumble  to  oorsel's— 

"  He  has  found  his  proper  level. 

For  wi'  riot  and  wi'  revel, 
O,  he  played  the  very  devil  for  a  spell  !  " 
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When  misfortune  comes  to  settle 

Her  accoonts  wi'  men  o'  mettle. 
Does  she  fin'  them  aye  in  fettle,  morn  and  noon  ? 

Do  their  hearts  within  them  sicken 

As  their  troubles  roun'  them  thicken  ? 
No,  they  never  tak'  their  lickin's  lying  doon. 

Nae  mair  wull  we,  my  callan, 

Coorie  doon  and  tak'  a  millin, 
liD  J)rocht  by  Death  (yon  villain)  to  the  grun', 

We'll  fecht  it  oot  richt  cheer'ly, 

For  the  life  we  lo'e  sae  dearly, 
Sae,  till  then,  I'm  yours  sincerely.  Pate  M'Phun. 
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I'm  a  collyer,  ye'll  see  it's  the  case 
By  the  marks  and  the  aars  on  my  face  ; 
See  my  knuckles  a'  gashed, 
Hoo  they're  hackit  and  hashed, 
Wi'  the  wark  I  hae  wrocht  at  the  face, 
In  my  place. 
Thro'  workin'  my  wark  at  the  face. 

But  I'm  no  jist  sae  able  and  fit 
Noo  for  howkin'  my  darg  in  the  pit ; 

But  they've  gi'en  me  a  beU, 

Doon  the  dook  for  mysel', 
Whar,  snug  in  a  corner,  I  sit ; 

When  I'm  fit, 
I'm  chappin'  the  bell  in  the  pit. 
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If  I  rise  in  the  mornings  ava, 
Like  a  puddock  I  puff  and  I  blaw. 

Till  I  get,  d'ye  see  ? 

A  bit  moothfu'  o'  tea, 
Or  a  dram — -it's  the  best  o'  them  a' — 

Maybe  twa  ; 
list  tae  clear  the  defluction  awa'. 

Dod,  I  ance  was  as  soople's  a  leek, 
And  as  gleg  as  the  best  on  the  cleek  ; 

Noo  I'm  feckless  and  dune, 

Thro'  the  want  o'  the  win'. 
And  I've  lost  a'  the  red  aff  my  cheek  ; 

Pouther  reek, 
Man,  it  sune  tak's  the  red  aff  your  cheek. 

In  my  youth  I  hae  wrocht  at  the  wark 
Till  the  sweat  ye  could  wring  oot  my  sark  ; 

Frae  morning  tae  nicht. 

Never  seein'  daylicht— 
Na,  nor  hearing  the  sang  o'  the  lark, 

At  my  wark  ; 
The  blythe  merry  sang  o'  the  lark. 

When  wages  were  big,  I  may  say 
That  I  never  was  idle  a  day  ; 

And  I  made,  let  me  see, 

For  the  callan  and  me, 
Aye  the  feck  o'  a  poun'  every  day  ; 

I  may  say, 
The  feck  o'  a  note  every  da^^ 
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I  had  aften  to  plowter  and  wade 
Amang  water  wherever  I  gaed  ; 

Aye,  and  swallow  black  damp, 

And  the  reek  aff  my  lamp, 
That,  at  times,  wad  hae  pushioned  a  taed  ; 

I'm  afraid, 
Wad  hae  pushioned  and  chokit  a  taed. 

Coming  hame  every  nicht,  tae,  as  black. 
Arid  as  sair  as  I'd  been  on  the  rack  ; 

Baith  weary  and  wat. 

And  as  waik  as  a  cat  ; 
And  wi'  no  a  dry  steek  on  my  back  ; 

It's  a  fact, 
Wi'  scarce  a  dry  steek  on  my  back. 

This  worl'  to  me,  I  declare, 

'S  jist  a  great  mickle  pit  fu'  o'  care  ; 

Fu'  o'  trouble  and  strife, 

Whar  the  lamp  o'  my  life 
Winna  burn  for  the  want  o'  the  air  ; 

I  declare. 
For  the  want  o'  the  bonnie  fresh  air. 

But  I'm  maist  dune  wi'  trouble  and  skaith, 
For  sune  the  auld  bottomer,  Death, 

Will  signal  to  Him, 

On  the  hill  up  abune. 
That  a  collyer  is  drawin'  his  graith  ; 

In  the  faith 
O*  a  place  owre  the  water  o'  death. 
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TO  A  FIVE  POUN'  NOTE. 

Alack  !  my  frien',  it  rives  my  heart 
To  think  that  you  and  I  maun  pairt ; 
Believe  me,  ye'U  be  muckle  missed 
Frae  oot  the  shuttle  o'  my  kist. 
As  lang's  I  had  ye  safe  laid  by  me, 
Nae  cauld  nor  hunger  daur  come  nigh  me  ; 
Nae  neebor  treat  me  wi'  neglect, 
Or  speak  o'  me  wi'  disrespect. 

I  fondly  howp'd,  Uke  monie  mae, 
To  keep  ye  for  a  rainy  day  ; 
But  cruel  fate  noo  bids  me  spen'  ye. 
When  I  should  keep,  or  aiblins,  sen'  ye 
To  Gairdner's  o'  the  Union  Bank, 
To  mix  wi'  notes  o'  higher  rank  ; 
To  ape  their  mainners  and  their  habits 
By  breedin'  like  sae  monie  rabbits. 

Sae  fare-ye-weel,  a  poet's  blessin' 

Gae  wi'  ye  on  your  frien'ly  mission  ; 

Be  shuir  and  dae  the  best  ye  can 

To  warm  and  cheer  the  heart  o'  man  ; 

And  dinna  ye  be  settlin'  doon 

'Mong  men  o'  means,  but  gang  your  roun' 

Frae  haun  to  haun,  and  always  study 

To  lodge  at  times  wi'  some  puir  buddy. 
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A  WORK  OF  NATURE. 

Auld  Nature  ae  nicht  in  her  warkshop  abune 
Sat  plying  her  trade  by  the  Ucht  o'  the  mune. 
The  times  they  were  busy,  and  there  was  a  dearth 
O'  mortals  doon  by  on  the  face  o'  the  earth  ; 
For  the  very  last  order  despatched  to  the  same, 
A'  stamped  and  impressed  wi'  her  seal  and  her 

name, 
Had  turned  oot  a  set  o'  the  scurviest  messans 
That  ever  polluted  the  earth  wi'  their  presence. 
They'd  ta'en  a'  to  swindUn',  to  leein',  and  cheatin', 
To  gambhn'  and  bettin',  to  grindin'  and  sweatin'. 
To  gorgin',  devourin',  to  sweerin'  and  theft, 
To  drink  and  debauchery  ;   till  a'  that  was  left 
Was  a  mass  o'  corruption,  Auld  Satan  himsel' 
Wad  consider  too  bad  for  the  dung  heap  o'  Hell. 

On  being  advised  o'  this  state  of  affairs 
By  her  trusty  informant,  the  "  Spirit  of  Air," 
She  muttered,  "  Confoond  it,  I  don't  un'erstaun'. 
For  the  hfe  o'  me,  hoo  they've  gane  wrang  on  her 

haun'. 
I'm  shuir  they  were  weel  eneuch  seasoned  wi'  soul 
To  keep  them  frae  rottin'  to  guaird  and  control 
Their  animal  passions,  till  death  should  allay 
Their  feverish  pulse,  in  the  natural  way. 
But  fules  will  be  fules,  and  they  should  suffer  for't. 
They've  sunk  doon  the  god-like  and  steer'd  up  the 

dirt 
In  their  natures,  in  spite  o'  the  precepts  I'd  given 
To  guide  them  through  hfe  and  direct  them  to 

Heaven." 
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Thus  musing  she  sat  when  an  order  cam'  hence 
To  spare  neither  trouble  nor  time  nor  expense 
In  fashionin'  ane  that  wad  leaven  the  batch, 
Ane  that  wad  be  for  corruption  a  match — 
Wad  get  the  ill  rascals,  in  order  ance  mair, 
For  the  limited  time  they  wad  likely  be  there. 
She  closed  wi'  the  offer  at  ance,  and  began 
To  fashion  and  shape  oot  her  ideal  man. 
She  carefully  picked  her,  frae  oot  o'  the  rest, 
A  soul  o'  the  brichtest,  the  purest  and  best  ; 
She  furbished  it  up,  and  she  wrapped  it  in  clay 
O'  the  best  she  had  handlet  for  monie  a  day. 

She  turned  oot  a  mortal  o'  havins  and  sense, 

Ane  that  hated  like  pushion  a'  sham  and  pretence; 

A  warm-hearted  fallow  wha  lo'ed  a  bit  joke, 

But  firm  in  his  duty,  aye,  firm  as  a  rock  ; 

Wi'  habits  as  reg'lar's  the  sun  i'  the  lift. 

And  method  and  order  and  monie  a  gift. 

She  turned  him  aroun'  and  she  viewed  him  wi' 

pride, 
Wi'  bosom  elated,  exultingly  cried, 
"  I've  made  me  a  man,  should  I  ne'er  mak'  anither. 
And  ane  that  I'm  prood  I  can  claim  as  a  brither." 
Then  afi  she  despatched  him  to  earth  for  a  whyle, 
Whar  he  sune  becam'  famous  as  Tummas  Carlyle. 
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WINTER. 

Keen  and  cauld  the  north  win's  blaw, 
The  roads  are  lyin'  white  wi'  snaw  ; 
Ootby  workers,  ane  and  a', 

Are  frozen  oot  ; 
There's  httle  left  to  dae  ava 

But  hing  aboot. 

The  pleugh  staun's  roostet  a'  its  lane, 
Yon  stubble  field's  as  hard's  a  bane  ; 
The  cotman  and  the  ditcher's  gane — 

Twa  sturdy  tykes 
As  ever  cut  a  sheugh  or  drain — 

To  skutch  the  dykes. 

The  laird  himsel',  auld  A.uchingeet, 
Gaes  oot  to  gi'e  the  beasts  their  meat. 
Or  waun'ers  thro'  the  snaw  and  sleet 

Aboot  the  farm, 
Wi'  strae  raipes  rou'd  aroun'  his  feet 

To  keep  them  warm. 


At  nicht  the  buddy  canna  sleep 
For  thinkin'  o'  his  helpless  sheep, 
That  a'  day  nibble  at  the  neep. 

Till  gloamin'  fa'  ; 
Wha  kens,  they  may  be  buried  deep 

In  wreaths  o'  snaw. 
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In  steamin'  byre,  in  barn  or  shed, 
His  kye  are  safely  hoosed  and  fed, 
Their  gniips  and  buisses  duly  redd. 

Frae  day  to  day 
They  chowe  their  cuds  upon  a  bed 

O'  guid  corn  strae. 

Wi'  airms  up  to  the  oxters  bare. 

The  hizzies,  noo  they've  time  to  spare, 

Scaud  mulk  bines  or  scrub  the  flair. 

Till  clean  they  mak'  it  ; 
Thro'  lang  exposure  to  the  frosty  air. 

Their  haun's  a'  hackit. 

The  road's  sae  slipp'ry — Jean  or  Bell  ? 
Whilk  o'  them  I  canna  tell, 
When  gaun  for  water  to  the  well 

To  fill  her  stowp. 
The  muckle  staumril  slid  and  fell — 

Gat  sic  a  cowp. 

The  auld  guidwife  gaes  oot  at  e'en 
To  lift  the  claes  she  left  yestreen 
Lyin'  on  the  bleaching  green. 

Baith  sarks  and  hosen, 
Tho'  fresh  and  bonnie,  w^hite  and  clean. 

Are  stiff  and  frozen. 

When  the  sun  has  sunken  oot  o'  sicht. 
When  hens  are  baukit  for  the  nicht. 
And  fires,  that  ance  were  bleezin'  bricht, 

Are  dampit  doon. 
And  monie  a  worn  and  weary  wicht 

Is  sleepin'  soun'. 


WINTER.  6i 


Then  Reynard,  bent  on  bluidy  wark, 
Slips  cannily  oot  owre  the  park, 
Amang  the  snaw  he  leaves  his  mark 

There,  gey  kenspeckle  ; 
A  fluff  o'  feathers  in  the  dark, 

A  smoothered  keckle, 

And  luckless  chuckie,  braized  and  torn. 
To  some  dark  dungeon  hole  is  borne. 
Alack  !  nae  mair  she'll  greet  the  morn 

Wi'  keckhn'  din  ; 
Nor  claw  the  yirth  for  piles  o'  corn 

Among  her  kin. 

Langsyne  the  hurcheon's  settled  doon 
At  some  dyke  back,  weel  happit  roun' 
Wi'  withered  leaves.     There,  sleepin'  soun', 

As  snug's  ye  like. 
He's  safe  frae  ilk  maraudin'  loon, 

Or  waun'rin'  tyke. 

In  seme  auld  reekit  dr}'  hey  stack 
The  bauckie  sleeps,  or  'neath  the  thack 
O'  some  bit  hoose— a  rent  or  crack 

O'  moss-grown  gable. 
The  hoolet's  hoosed  some  months  syne  back. 

In  barn  or  stable. 

Belyve,  a  sughin',  soo'in'  win 

Comes  frae  the  sooth  :  the  thowe  sets  in, 

And  burns  and  sheughs  begin  to  rin 

Baith  deep  and  braid  ; 
There's  wark  eneuch  ere  a'  be  dune. 

For  pleugh  and  spade. 
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THE  AULD  HOOSE  AT  THE  RAW. 

O  weel  dae  I  mind  when  I  leeve't  at  the  Raw 
Wi'  my  faither  and  mither,  noo  deid  and  awa', 
Ere  my  brithers  and  sisters  had  left  us  and  gane 
Oot  to  service,  or  else  to  a  hoose  o'  their  ain. 
There  were  Robin  and  Sannie,   and  Davie,   and 

Jock, 
And  Jamie  and  Geordie,  the  lamb  o'  the  flock  ; 
There  were  Nannie  and  Leezie,  the  youngest  of  a', 
Wi'  my  faither  and  mither,  a'  leeve't  at  the  Raw. 

The  hoose  it  was  laigh  and  weel  covered  wi'  thack, 
Wi'  a  lang  thro'-gaun  entry  that  led  to  the  back  ; 
Twa  beds  in  the  kitchen,  and  ane  up  the  laft, 
And  twa  in  the  entry,  weel  oot  o'  the  draught, 
Wi'  sliding  door  panels  that,  when  you  were  ill. 
You  could  open  and  shut  at  your  pleasure  or  will. 
'Twas  only  a  kitchen — a  but  and  a  ben 
Was  considered  genteel  amang  colliers  then  ; 
But  still  it  was  hame,  and  a  pailace  to  me, 
Tho'  a  ramshacled  biggin',  auld-fashioned  and  wee. 
'Twas  plenished  and  furnished  wi'  a'  kin'  o'  gear, 
O'  usefu'  material  fitting  for  wear  ; 
An  oak-painted  dresser,  weel-stockit  wi'  delf, 
Had  a  raw  o'  gilt  jugs,  a'  arranged  on  the  shelf. 
There  were  auld-fashioned  plates  on  the  rack  up 

abune, 
And,  atween  them,  a  pewter,  or  mickle  horn  spune; 
Sugar  tangs,  toddy  ladle,  and  ony  nick-nack 
That  wasna  in  use,  were  put  up  in  the  rack. 
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There   were   basins   and   bowls,   o'    the   queerest 

design, 
That  had  been  on  the  dresser  since  ever  I  min'  ; 
There  were  monie  braw  things,  but  the  grandest 

o'  a' 
Were  the  mickle  blue  trenchers  that  stood  in  a  raw 
Lukin'  doon  frae  their  places,  the  uppermost  shelf, 
Like  ministers  blessing  the  lave  o'  the  delf. 
We'd  a  braw  chest  o'  drawers,  and  a  cupboard  that 

•  sat 
In  a  corner,  filled  fu'  o' — I  kenna  weel  what, 
O'  broken  dram  glesses  and  cheeney,  nae  doot ; 
Some  wantin'  the  han'les,  some  wantin'  the  spoot, 
Whilk  my  mither  wad  guaird  wi'  miserly  care, 
Because    they   were   grannie's    and   gran'faither's 

ware. 

'Tween  the  dresser  and  drawers,  wi'  its  back  to  the 

wa', 
Wi'  a  nail  driven  thro'  it  for  fear  it  should  fa' , 
Stood  the  big  aucht-day  nock,  ance  the  glory  and 

pride 
O  my  faither  and  mither,  and  monie  beside. 
For  monie  a  year  it  had  stood  in  its  place, 
Lukin'  doon  on  us  a',  wi'  it's  bonnie  roun'  face, 
As  muckle's  to  say,  "  There  is  reason  and  rltyme 
Wi'  a  nock  in  the  hoose  that  can  tell  ye  the  time." 
Tho'  hauf-an-oor  forrit  and  mair  by  the  toun, 
It  had  waggit  awa',  and  was  never  run  doon, 
Thro'  simmer  and  winter,  thro'  sunshine  and  rain  ; 
Thro'  trouble  and  sorrow,  thro'  pleasure  and  pain  ; 
And  it  seemed  to  me  then,  as  the  oors  flew  alang. 
It  was  singing  a  hamely  bit  lilt  o'  a  sang. 
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But,  noo  that  I'm  wrinkled  and  grey  is  my  heid, 
It  soun's  to  me  mair  like  a  dirge  for  the  deid. 
It's  voice  seems  the  voice  of  a  far-awa'  frien' 
The  echoes  o'  whilk  bring  the  tears  to  my  een, 
And  fill  me  wi'  thochts  o'  the  couthie  and  kin' 
Auld  folk  that  were  leevin'  in  days  o'  langsyne. 
In  a  neuk  stood  my  mither's  big  napery  press, 
Whar,  hidden  awa'  in  its  deepest  recess, 
Was  linen,  we  younkers  ken't  naething  aboot, 
That  was  keepit  for  dressing  and  laying  ye  oot ; 
Whilk  a  neebor  wad  aften,  wi'  tears  in  her  een. 
Come  in  for  the  len'  o',  to  lay  oot  a  frien', 
A  brither  or  sister,  or  haply  a  douce 
Auld  mither  or  faither,  the  heid  o'  the  hoose. 

Ae  nicht  I  jaloused  there  was  trouble  in  store  ; 
At  the  deid  oor  o'  nicht  cam'  a  chap  at  the  door. 
My   mither   was   sleeping,   but   awoke   and    gaed 

but  ; 
There  was  twa  three  words  said,  then  the  door  it 

was  shut. 
In  a  wee,  she  cam'  ben,  and  to  faither  she  says, 
"  Come,    Davie,    get    up,    man,    and   on   wi'    yer 

claes  ; 
Auld  Rab's  won  awa' — for  the  strauchtin'  brod, 

rin  ; 
Get  up,   man,   and  on  wi'   your  claes  and  your 

shoon." 
Then  up  gat  my  faither,  and  hurried  awa' 
Thro'  the  cauld  blashy  nicht  ;    thro'  the  sleet  and 

the  snaw. 
On  his  erran'  o'  mercv — he  couldna  dae  less, 
To  help  an  auld  neebor  in  time  o'  distress. 
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Then  my  mither,  \vi'  something  row'd  up  in  her 

brat — 
A  mysterious  bundle  o'  weel  I  kent  what — 
Slippet  cannily  oot  o'  the  hoose  and  was  gane, 
And  left  me  there  lying  sae  eerie  and  lane. 

For  oors  I  lay  shakin'  wi'  terror  and  dreid, 

Wi'  the  blankets  and  cov'rin'  drawn  up  owre  my 

held  ; 
I  cporiet  in  closer  to  Jamie  and  Jock, 
My  brithers,  wha  lay  at  ween  me  and  the  stock. 
I  daurna  luk  oot,  lest  I'd  see  in  the  dark 
Auld  Robin  laid  oot  in  his  burial  sark  ; 
Or  the  ghost  o'  the  beggar  that  dee't  in  the  snaw. 
That  cauld  Winter  nicht,  at  the  en'  o'  the  Raw  ; 
Or  the   tramp  that  lay  doon  on  the    road    wi' 

fatigue, 
And  was  killed  by  the  wheels  o'  the  farrier's  gig  ; 
Or  the  hapless  young  man,  wi'  the  bluid  rinnin' 

doon 
Frae  a  gash  in  his  neck,  frae  the  cauld  chisel  woun'; 
Or  the  murderer  there,  wi'  his  mouth  wide  agape 
And  his  tongue  hingin'  oot,  at  the  en'  o'  a  raipe  ; 
Or  maybe  the  corpse  o'  the  bonnie  wee  wean 
That  the  tinkler  had  smothered — by  chance  over- 
lain, 
Ae  nicht  as  unconscious,  and  helpless  she  lay. 
Thro'  the  drink  she  had  ta'en  in  the  coorse  o'  the 

day. 
And  the  frichtsomest  stories  cam'  intae  my  heid, 
'Boot  robbers  and  burkers,  and  lifting  the  deid  ; 
And  mysterious  coaches  a'  muffled  and  shod 
To  deafen  the  soun'  o'  their  wheels  on  the  road. 
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And  hoo  uncle  Rab  and  my  faither,  ae  nicht, 
When  watchin'  the  deid,  got  a  wonnerfu'  fricht 
Wi'   a  ghaist  lukin'   in   thro'   the  roun'   peen   o' 

gless 
O'  their  wee  wudden  house,  that  was  mair  like  a 

press, 
Or  a  great  mickle  kist  staunin'  up  on  its  en', 
Than  a  shelter  at  nicht  for  a  couple  o'  men. 

Then  I  thocht  hoo  my  brither  had  gotten  a  fricht 
Wi'    the   story    that   Teenie    had    tauld    him    ae 

nicht, 
'Boot    auld    Neck-a-jee,    wi'    the    snawy    white 

beard, 
Wha  leev't  by  himsel'  roun'  ahint  the  kirkyaird, 
In  a  tumble-doon  biggin'  o'  dyvots  and  stanes, 
'Mang  auld  moolie  coffins  and  rotten  shank  banes  ; 
Hoo  every  nicht,  at  the  chap  o'  the  bell. 
He  gaed  oot  to  the  graveyard,  alane  by  himsel', 
And  howk'd  up  the  deid  wi'  his  lang  finger  nails. 
And  worried  them  up,  stump  and  rump,  at  his 

meals — 
Baith  big  folk  and  wee  folk,  men,  women,  and 

weans. 
Till  the  flesh  was  beginning  to  creep  on  my  banes. 
And  I  saw  in  the  darkness,  the  deil — or  his  frien', 
Auld  Neckie  himsel'  wi'  his  big  glowerin'  een  ; 
And  I  tried  hard  to  skreigh,  but  the  soun'  wadna 

come 
Till   the   win'  blew  a  handfu'   o'  soot  doon  the 

lum ; 
Then  burst  frae  my  hps  sic  a  skreigh  o'  despair 
As  gart  a'  my  brithers  jump  oot  on  the  flair. 
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Next  morning — I  mind  o't  as  weel  as  yestreen, 
Their  blind  was  drawn  doon,  and  I  saw  the  white 

screen 
On  the  window,  that  tauld  o'  a  death  in  the  hoose, 
And  a'  was  as  quate  and  as  still  as  a  moose. 
That  morning  my  faither  was  hame  frae  the  pit, 
For  he  happened  to  meet  wi'  a  woman  barefit, 
Whilk  bode  him  nae  guid,  so  he  didna  gae  doon  ; 
'Boot  the  doors  and  dykebacks  he  was  hingin' 

aroun' 
In  his  troosers  and  sark,  wi'  his  pipe  in  his  jaw, 
As  aft  was  the  custom  langsyne  at  the  Raw. 
The  neebors  were  whispering,  ane  to  anither  ; 
There  were  auld  Mrs.   Booie,   and  Jen,   and  my 

mither. 
And  Leezie  next  door,  a'  in  earnest  confab 
'Boot  maitters  concerning  the  death  o'  auld  Rab. 
My  mither  was  saying,  "  I  dreedit  it  aye 
That  a  something  extraornar,  and  oot  o'  the  wey. 
Wad  happen  ere  lang,  tho'  I  couldna  tell  what. 
For  owre  my  left  shouther  I  saw  a  black  cat ; 
Forbye,  at  the  gloamin',  a  wee  ere  the  dark, 
Fower  pyots  I  saw  up  in  Staneyhill  Park  ; 
And  wliit  made  me  certain  the  mair  it  wad  come 
Oor  cyaw  had  been  sitting  a'  day  on  their  lum. 
And  persisted  in  sitting  in  spite  of  us  a', 
Tho'  the  callans  had  staned  it  to  fricht  it  awa'." 
"  I  dreedit  mysel'  there  was  trouble  in  store 
O'  some  kin'  or  ither,"  quo'  Leezie,  next  door, 
"  For  jist  aboot  bedtime  I  gaed  to  bring  in 
The  rakin'  coal,  after  my  aimin'  was  dune, 
When  wha  should  I  see  but  auld  Rab,  or  his  wraith, 
Staun  gapin'  wi'  asthma,  and  gaspin'  for  breath  ; 
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I  saw  him  as  plain,  aye  as  plain  as  ye  like, 

As  he  stood  wi'  his  airms  leaning  owre  the  stane 

dyke  ; 
And  I  spak  to  him  tae,  but  an  answer  got  nana, 
And  the  next  time  I  lukit,  losh  me  !   he  was  gane  ; 
And  I  said  to  mysel'.  as  the  hoose  I  cam'  in, 
That's  a  warning,  I'm  shuir,  if  there  ever  was  ane." 
"  'Deed   aye,,    'twas   a  warning,   I   dootna,"    quo' 

Jen. 
"  An'  ane  that  betokened  the  man's  iiinner-en'  ; 
For  Towser  was  yowlin'  the  feck  o'  the  nicht, 
Frae  we  gaed  to  oor  bed  till  the  break  o'  dayhcht ; 
Was  yowlin'  and  howlin*  wi'  peetifu'  mane, 
As  if  the  puir  beastie  was  suffering  pain  ; 
And  brawly  ye  ken,  it  is  said,  when  dugs  howl 
Thro'  the  nicht,  there's  the  passing  o'  somebody's 

sowl. 
It's  no  sae  lang  sjme,  you  will  mind  o'  it  yet. 
When  the  three  men  were  droon't  wi'  the  waste  in 

the  pit, 
Hoo  Towser  bred  sic  a  narration  and  din 
Ye'd  a  thocht  that  the  ruif  o'  the  hoose  wad  come 

in. 
That  nicht  there  was  nane  o'  us  sleepit  a  wink — 
Fegs  !    there's  mair  in  their  yowlin'  than  some  o' 

us  think." 

The  neebors  wad  meet,  on  occasion,  and  staun. 
Ilk  her  airms  in  her  brat,  or  a  stoup  in  her  haun, 
By  the  auld  water  barrel,  at  the  cheek  o'  the  door  ; 
Or  aibhns  they'd  gather,  a  merry-gaun  core. 
In  oor  hoose  at  nicht,  when  the  blind  was  drawn 
doon. 
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Then  the  crack  and  the  joke  and  the  sang  wad  gae 

roun', 
And  monie  a  snicher  and  hearty  guffaw 
Gart  the  auld  rafters  ring  in  the  hoose  at  the  Raw. 
If  auld  Nannie  Clark  drappit  in  for  a  bit, 
"  Na,  woman,"  she'd  say,  "  I'm  no  gaunna  sit ; 
I've  the  pat  on  the  fire,  and  I  jist  lukit  doon 
To  speir  the  richt  time.     Is  your  nock  wi'   the 

toon  ?" 
"  It's  hauf-an-oor  forrit — you're  no  gaun  awa'  ; 
Sit  doon  for  a  wee  while,  a  meenit  or  twa," 
My  mither  wad  say.    But  auld  Nannie  wad  staun 
And  crack,  wi'  the  sneck  o'  the  door  in  her  haun, 
Until  ye  wad  think  she  wad  never  hae  dune  ; 
For  Nannie  could  crack,  for  a  full  Highland  mune, 
'Boot  this  thing  and  that — frae  the  Speech  on  the 

Throne 
To  the  slabbing  o'  shawls,  or  the  baking  o'  scone. 
O'  the  days  o'  their  daffin,  when  throuither  jauds, 
When  gilpeys  o'  lassocks,  they  ran  wi'  the  lads, 
They  aften  wad  speak  ;   or  o'  tearin'  their  duds 
Wi'  rakin'  on  Sundays  the  fields  and  the  wuds  ; 
Or  hoo  oot  at  nicht  ilk  wad  smuggle  her  shawl 
To  gang  to  a  bookin',  a  spree,  or  a  ball ; 
Or,  likely  as  no,  o'  their  household  affairs — 
Their  cleaning  and  scouring  and  scrubbing  o'  flairs; 
Hoo  this  ane  was  aimin',  or  that  ane  was  thrang 
Wi'  her  cleanin',  and  up  to  the  elbows  amang 
Yellow  ochre,  or  whitenin'.    Anither,  nae  doot, 
Frae  her  hinmost  bit  sapple  was  just  wringing  oot 
Some  twa-three  bit  duds  o'  the  man's  or  her  ain, 
When  a  neebor  cried  in  "  It  is  smurrin'  o'  rain." 
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Hoo  this  ane  was  jist  gettin'  ready  to  bake — 
Was  gaun  to  lay  oot  twa-three  farls  o'  cake. 
When  wha  should  step  in,  a'  the  way  frae  the  Mains, 
But  her  sister  and  steerin'  wee  stumpies  o'  weans  ; 
Or  that  ane  was  reddin'  her  hoose  up  a  bit, 
So  ye  scarce  could  get  turnin'  or  steerin'  your  fit. 
When  her  man  and  the  callans  cam'  hame  frae  the 

pit  ; 
Or  anither  was  busy  wi'  cloutin'  o'  claes, 
Wi'  knittin'  or  darnin'  the  heels  and  the  taes     • 
O'  her  stockin's  ; — and  crack  o'  a  similar  kin'. 
As  the  neebors  wad  hae  in  the  days  o'  langsyne. 
And  then  on  occasions  the  younkers  and  men 
Wad  sit  on  their  hunkers  aroun'  the  hoose  en'  ; 
Or  perched  on  the  dyke,  in  their  troosers  an'  sark, 
Wad  argue  and  bargue,  or  talk  o'  their  wark  : 
'Boot  the  howkin'  o'  coals,  or  the  reddin'  o'  fa's  ; 
The  drivin'  o'  levels,  or  cuttin'  o'  gaws  ; 
The  stowin'  o'  throu'arts,  or  layin'  o'  swypes  ; 
'Boot  up  steps  and  doon  steps,  and  veezes  and 

lypes  ; 
'Boot  borin'  and  stemmin'.  and  firin'  vn'  strum  ; 
'Boot  dreggin'  and  drawin',  or  fillin'  o'  gum  ; 
Stuip  and  room,  en'  and  plane,  or'  o'  workin'  lang 

wa'  ; 
That  whyles  cam'  abune-board,  langsyne  at  the 

Raw. 

Wi'    their    auld-warl'    notions,    and    auld-farrant 

crack, 
The  neebors  are  gane,  never  mair  to  come  back  ; 
The  links  are  a'  broken,  in  life's  gowden  chain, 
That  used  to  connect  me  wi'  frien's  that  are  gane  ; 
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And  I  sit  and  I  dream  thro'  the  lang,  weary  oors, 
O'  the  hoose  at  the  Raw,  vvi'  its  bunker  o'  floo'rs  ; 
Wi'  its  bawm,  aipple-ringey,  and  roses  that  grew 
By  the  window,  a'  drookit  and  draiglet  wi'  dew  ; 
Wi'  its  wee  hoUen  buss,  and  its  boxwood,  sae  braw, 
That  aft  was  the  envy  and  pride  o'  the  Raw. 
And  it's  O  for  a  sicht  o'  the  auld-farrant  place, 
The  soun'  o'  a  voice,  or  the  ghsk  o'  a  face 
That  aften  beamed,  kindly,  a  welcome  to  me  ; 
Then  gladly  in  comfort  and  peace  I  wad  dee 
If  Heaven  in  its  mercy  wad  tak'  me  awa' 
To  leeve  wi'  my  frien's  in  yon  Hoose  at  the  Raw. 
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Ae  nicht  when  comin'  frae  a  spree, 
Twa  polismen  taen  care  o'  me  : 
Twa,  as  far  as  I  could  see. 

And  I  wasna  bhn'  ; 
But  sae  it  turned  oot  latterly. 

There  was  only  ane. 

He  taen  me  up  as  far's  the  Square, 
Then  sat  me  doon  wi'  canny  care. 
Whyle  I  Was  sittin'  thinkin'  there 

O'  monie  things, 
I  heard  abune  me  in  the  air 

A  Waff  o'  wings. 
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Then,  lo  !  appeared  a  hizzie  braw, 

The  dentiest  quean  I  ever  saw  ; 

Her  breists  they  were  as  white  as  snaw, 

Twa  wee  white  knowes, 
Wad  gart  a  priest  forget  the  law, 

And  break  his  vows. 

Quo'  I,  "  My  lass,  ye're  late,  I  doot, 
Or  rayther,  ye  are  early  oot. 
It's  wrang  for  ye  to  be  afoot. 

I  beg  your  pardon, 
Hoo  daes't  come  that  ye're  withoot 

A  freen  or  guardian  ?" 

She  blushed,  but  said  wi'  perfect  calm, 
"  I'm  no  jist  what  ye  think  I  am, 
Some  torn  and  draiglet  puir  ewe  lam' 

That  walks  the  street, 
A  prey  to  ilka  worthless  ram 

That  she  may  meet. 

"  Ah,  na  !"  quo'  she.     "  Ye  see  in  me 

The  all-presidin'  deity 

O'  yon  bit  loch,  yon  inland  sea 

O'  Nature's  wine, 

Whar  fishers  gang  to  ply  the  flee — 

Far  famed  Lochgoin." 

"  Gin  that  be  sae,  then  by  my  sooth  ! 
Ye'll  think  my  mainners  maist  uncouth  ; 
But  this  (it  is  the  God's  ain  truth), 

Within  your  ear, 
Ye've  been  a  stranger  to  my  drouth 

This  monie  a  year." 
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"  I  see,"  quo'  she,  "  Ye're  still  pursuin' 
The  road  that  leads  to  your  undoin'  ; 
Tak'  my  advice,  hae  dune  wi'  brewin' 

And  drinkin'  toddy, 
Before  it  ends  in  wreck  and  ruin 

O'  sowl  and  body. 

"  Come,  join  wi'  me  the  gran'  crusade 
Against  whit  some  folk  ca'  the  Trade  ; 
But  whilk  (to  ca'  a  spade  a  spade) 

Is  licensed  hell, 
Fit  to  lower  and  degrade 

Auld  Nick  himsel'." 

"  Whit  !"  quo'  I.     "  Turn  hypocrite, 
And  tak'  to  preachin'  on  the  street 
Wi'  thaim  wha  practise  self-deceit  ; 

Yon  saunts  and  sots 
Wha'd  pawn  their  sowls  for  drink  to  weet 

Their  geazant  throats  ? 

"  Thank  heaven,  I  never  yet  hae  had 
The  least  desire  to  join  the  squad 
Wha  booze  and  drink  till  ravin'  mad  : 

Then  turn  and  muddle 
Their  brains  again  wi'  whit's  as  bad, 

The  religious  fuddle." 

Quo'  she,  "  Ye'd  rayther  sit  and  smoke, 
Play  dominoes,  or  crack  and  joke 
Wi'  ither  kindred  drouthy  folk. 

In  Samson's  bunk  ; 
And  be  cleekit  hame  at  ten  o'clock, 

Regairdless  drunk. 
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"  Ye  see,  my  freen,  I  ken  your  haunts. 
Your  cronies,  and  your  carnal  wants  ; 
Leeve  clean,  man,  quat  your  drucken  rants, 

Dae  usefu'  work  ; 
Ye  yet  may  staun  amang  the  saunts 

O'  the  U.P.  kirk." 

"  Whit  ?     Join  the  kirk  to  hear  them  tell 

Their  stories  o'  a  burnin'  hell, 

Whar'  hopeless  mortals  skreigh  and  yell — 

And  a'  aboot  it  ? 
I  quastion  gin  ye're  clean  yoursel'. 

Guid  faith  !   I  doot  it. 

"  The  last  time  that  I  saw  ye  thro' 
The  microscope,  ye  gart  me  grue  ; 
O'  crawhn'  horrors  ye  were  fu', 

Baith  big  and  sma', 
Eneuch  to  scunner  onie  soo, 

To  gie't  the  staw." 

"  I  grant  ye,  sir,  that  noo  and  then. 
When  lyin'  stagnant  weeks  on  en', 
I'm  apt  to  breed,  as  weel  ye  ken, 

Unhalesome  maitter  ; 
Inaction  breeds  disease  in  men. 

As  weel's  in  water. 

"  My  wark  is  pure.  Wi'  blessed  rains 
I  scour  your  syvors,  flush  your  drains. 
Clean  oot  your  sinks,  and  flood  your  mains 

Whar  fever  prowls  ; 
I  even,  sir,  bapteese  your  weans. 

And  save  their  so  wis." 
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•"  Nae  doot,"  quo'  I,  "  In  monie  a  case 

Ye  benefit  the  human  race  ; 

But  when  in  floods  ye  shaw  your  face, 

Ye  breed  disaster  ; 
Ye're  weel  eneuch  when  kept  in  place. 

But  a  d- bad  maister. 

"  Yon  nicht  when  ye,  a  dirty  broon, 
Owrespread  your  banks  below  the  toon, 
Brak  thro'  the  surface  and  run  doon 

Like  ane  gane  mad  ; 
Hoo  monie  coUyers  did  ye  droon. 

Ye  thochtless  jaud  ?" 

Here,  something  unco  like  a  sigh. 
And  then  a  weird  and  waefu'  cry, 
That  seemed  to  rend  the  very  sky. 

Was  onwards  borne  ; 
It  was  (hoo  quickly  time  gaes  by) 

The  Glenfield  horn. 
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The  day's  begun, 

The  yellow  sun 
Is  speihn'  up  the  lift  ; 

His  beams  hae  kissed 

The  meadow  mists 
That,  trailin',  rise  and  drift. 
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In  buss  and  brake 
The  birds  awake, 

And  hap  frae  thorn  to  thorn  ; 
While,  far  and  near, 
Bauld  chanticleer 

Is  tootin'  on  his  horn. 

The  blue  reek  comes 
Frae  cothouse  lums 

In  twisted  column  shape  ; 
And  cottars  rise, 
And  rub  their  eyes, 

Then  rax  themsel's  and  gape. 

Wi'  coats  drawn  in 
Her  knees  at  ween, 

Auld  Betty  Macintyre 
Is  busy  at 
The  parritch  pat. 

That's  sotterin'  on  the  fire. 

An  orra  hen 
Steps  slowly  ben. 

Close  up  to  Betty's  heel  ; 
Wi'  sidelins  glance 
She  waits  her  chance 

To  peck  the  tates  o'  meal. 

The  men  are  oot 
To  sort,  nae  doot. 

Their  horses  for  the  day  ; 
To  feed  and  groom. 
Or  rub  them  doon 

Wi'  wusp  o'  hey  or  strae. 


MORNIN'  AT  THE  FARM.  77 

Wi'  breeks  unbraced, 

And  buits  unlaced, 
The  laird's  gane  oot  to  get, 

And  bring  in  by, 

The  impatient  kye 
That's  rovvtin'  at  the  yett. 

Rover,  the  tyke. 

Is  thro'  the  dyke, 
And  scoorin'  owre  the  fiel's, 

To  gather  in 

Ilk  stragghn'  ane. 
By  yowffin'  at  her  heels. 

The  laird  cries  oot, 

"  Eh,  eh,  ye  brute  ! 
Ye  clatty  wasp  hae  dune." 

Then  hfts  a  stane, 

And  cries  again, 
"  Rover,  come  in  ahin  !" 

As  up  the  brae 

They  slowly  gae. 
Thro'  dirty  dubs  and  mire. 

The  lassocks  staun, 

Wi'  switch  in  haun, 
To  drive  them  in  the  byre. 

It's  "  Fleckie  Broon, 

Ye  witch,  staun  roun'  ; 
Ye  limmer,  Jean,  luk  spry  ;" 

Or  "  Bell,  ye  brat, 

Come  oot  o'  that, 
The  sorra's  in  the  kye. 
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"  That  besom  BeU's 

Sae  dour  and  fell, 
She'll  nayther  bin'  or  hand, 

Till  owre  her  rump 

She  gets  a  thump. 
Buiss  up,  ye  muckle  jaud  !" 

The  bin'in'  thro'. 

The  lassocks,  noo, 
Are  busy  a'  as  bees  ; 

Wi'  purrin'  din 

The  milk  streams  in 
The  luggies  'tween  their  knees. 

Nane  tries  to  shirk 

Her  share  o'  work  ; 
Nae  needit  rest  is  ta'en, 

Till  a'  the  kye 

Are  stribbit  dry, 
And  lowsed  and  oot  again. 

By  this  the  sun 

Has  het  the  grun'. 
And  lickit  up  the  dew  ; 

Anither  day, 

Like  monie  mae, 
Is  slowly  wearin'  thro'. 
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I  was  bom  in  a  hole  in  the  gnin, 
Nursed  by  the  heat  o'  the  sun, 

And  kept  frae  the  caul', 

Till  able  to  crawl 
And  wriggle  aboot  on  the  grun  ; 

In  my  fun, 
I  wriggle  aboot  on  the  grun. 

Tho'  humble  and  lowly  my  birth, 

Jist  a  puir  silly  worm  o'  the  earth, 
Ilka  day  for  my  dinner, 
I  hae  weel  seasoned  sinner, 

0'  whilk  there  is  never  a  dearth 
On  the  earth  ; 

There  is  never  a  famine  nor  dearth. 

Only  ance,  when  guid  eatin'  was  scant, 

I  dined  aff  the  heart  o'  a  saunt  ; 
But  it  fair  gart  me  grue. 
It  was  black  thro'  and  thro', 

Sae  I'd  ayther  to  tak'  it  or  want, 
Ye  will  grant 

I  was  better  to  tak'  it  than  want. 

I  dinnered  ae  day  in  my  den 

Aff  the  brains  o'  some  knichts  o'  the  pen, 

That  in  college  were  cradled  ; 

But,  alack  !   they  were  aidled, 
Mair  fitter  for  rabbits  than  men, 

D'ye  ken  ? 
They  were  fitter  for  rabbits  than  men. 
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Your  doctors  o'  ilka  degree 

Are  but  cookin'  your  carcase  for  me  ; 
Ye  are  roasted  wi'  mustard, 
Ye're  bled  and  ye're  blistered, 

Till  death  at  the  last  sets  ye  free  ; 
Then  ye  see, 

Ye  are  seasoned  and  served  up  to  me. 

Your  chickens  are  fattened  to  feed 

Puir  hungry  men  in  their  need  ; 
I  feed  on  the  men, 
Then  your  chickens  again 

Turn  roun'  upon  me  in  their  greed, 
And  their  need  ; 

On  my  carcase  to  fatten  and  feed. 

Ae  nicht  a  gran'  banquet  was  gi'en 
To  woims  that  were  hungry  and  lean, 

But  the  only  thing  fresh 

In  that  service  o'  flesh 
Was  the  heart  o'  a  true  honest  freen, 

That  had  been 
In  the  breist  o'  a  worthy  auld  freen. 

The  owner  o't — Burnett  by  name, 

To  be  social  was  ever  his  aim  ; 
His  wut  was  the  flavour, 
The  sowl,  and  the  savour 

O'  a'  social  meetin's  at  hame. 
Jamie's  name 

Is  set  doon  in  your  annals  o'  fame. 
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I  leeved  for  a  whyle  in  a  skull 

That  was  empty— had  never  been  full ; 

Whar,  if  ever  a  thocht 

Had  gat  in,  as  it  ocht, 
It  maun  hae  felt  lanely  and  dull. 

'Twas  the  skull 
O'  a  sojer,  wha's  tred  was  to  kill. 

When  I  thocht  o'  the  bluid  he  had  shed, 
■  That  his  puir  fellow- worm  should  be  fed, 
I  couldna  but  feel 
In  my  heart  for  the  chiel 
Wha  had  been  sae  easily  led 

By  the  head, 
To  tak'  to  the  butcherin'  tred. 
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'Twas  eventide  ;  the  goddess  Night 

Her  sable  banner  had  unfurled. 
And  Morpheus  waved  his  mystic  rod 

Victorious  o'er  a  sleeping  world. 
Drowsing  in  my  chamber  lonely, 

In  a  dream,  me  thought,  there  came 
A  voice  to  me  from  out  the  darkness, 

Loudly  calling  me  by  name. 
"  Who  art  thou  ?"  I  cried,  upstarting, 

"  Com'st  thou  here  as  friend  or  foe. 
To  comfort  or  to  plague  and  vex  me  ? 

Is  thy  mission  weal  or  woe  ? 
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If  thou  be  Hope,  my  banker,  kindly 

Come  to  aid  me  in  distress  ; 
Then  I  will  gladly  draw  upon  thee 

For  length  of  life  and  happiness. 
But  be  thou  Death,  that  fell  destroyer. 

Come  to  wreck  this  house  of  clay. 
Leave  my  presence,  ruthless  vandal, 

Quickly  take  thyself  away." 

Then  a  burst  of  hollow  laughter 

Rang  throughout  the  peaceful  night, 
And  a  being  tall  and  stately, 

Surrounded  by  a  blaze  of  Hght, 
Stalked  into  my  lonely  chamber 

With  a  swaggering,  lordly  air. 
He  seemed  to  say,  "  Behold  in  me 

The  lord  of  all  creation  fair." 
On  his  head  a  crown  of  diamonds 

Glared  and  glittered  ;  every  one 
Flashing  back  its  borrowed  lustre, 

Like  a  dewdrop  in  the  sun. 
Down  his  breast  a  beard  of  silver 

Hung  in  tangled,  wavy  folds 
O'er  a  robe  of  crimson  satin 

Fringed  with  coins  of  purest  gold. 
A  mantle  of  the  richest  velvet, 

Lined  with  ermine,  swept  the  floor. 
And  a  heavy  gold  imperial 

Sceptre  in  his  hand  he  bore. 

"  Ghost,  or  spirit,  shade,  illusion. 
Whatever  title  suits  thee  best, 
Why  this  rash,  this  rude  intrusion  ? 
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Wherefore  thus  disturb  my  rest  ? 
If  moral  ill  to  me  thou  mean'st,  then 

Get  thee  hence  at  once,"  I  said, 
"  Ere  my  earnest  prayers  ascend  to 

Heaven's  eternal  King  for  aid." 
"  Fool !"  he  cried,  "  thy  King  is  powei-less, 

He  but  holds  those  realms  in  fee, 
For  a  monarch  still  more  powerful — 

Mighty  Mammon,  I  am  he  ! 
King  of  Kings  and  Prince  of  Princes, 

Lord  of  every  tribe  and  tongue  ; 
My  Ughtest  word  the  mind  convinces, 

Everywhere  my  praise  is  sung. 
I'm  the  only  living  Saviour, 

Here  on  earth  I  hold  my  throne  ; 
Thou  shalt  have  no  God  before  me, 

No  rehgion  but  my  own." 

"  Blasphemous  liar  !   vile  apostate  ! 

Would 'st  thou  thus  usurp  the  place 
Of  the  reigning  God  of  Bethel — 

God  of  all  the  human  race  ? 
Would'st  thou  slander  thus  His  people 

By  insinuations  vile. 
That  their  hearts  are  penetrable 

To  Corruption's  golden  smile  ? 
Think'st  thou  I  will  swear  allegiance 

To  a  low  designing  cheat, 
Whose  poison  drugs  our  better  natures, 

Plunging  us  in  dark  deceit 
As  deep  as  hell — the  lot  and  portion 

Of  those  followers  who  heed 


84  VERSE. 


Thy  honied  counsels,  never  dreaming 
Wheresoever  they  may  lead  ? 

No,  my  troubled  soul  shall  ever 
Turn  to  Him,  the  great  I  Am, 

This  world's  wise  and  good  Physician, 
With  His  wondrous,  healing  balm." 

"  Sceptic,  doubter,  unbeliever, 

Think  before  thou  hold'st  aloof, 
Stay  thy  judgment  for  a  moment 

Till  I  put  thee  to  the  proof." 
Here  he  waved  aloft  his  sceptre. 

And,  behold,  methought  we  stood 
Upon  a  hill,  whose  crest  commanded 

A  mighty  stretcli  of  field  and  flood. 
Lifting  up  his  voice  he  thundered 

Forth,  in  loud,  commanding  tones — 
"  Arise,  ye  laggards,  from  your  slumbers  ; 

Up,  ye  sluggards,  up,  ye  drones  ! 
The  morning  breaks  and  Duty  presses. 

Mammon  claims  his  homage  due  ; 
Up,  my  loyal,  loving  subjects, 

Up,  my  people,  staunch  and  true." 
Then,  lo,  in  answer  to  his  summons. 

Bold  chanticleer,  with  clarion  loud. 
Awoke  the  drowsy  earth  from  slumber, 

And  a  surging,  seething  crowd 
Of  hungry  mortals  rose  around  us 

With  a  wild,  discordant  cry, 
Desirous  all  to  catch  the  brightness 

Of  his  bold  and  glittering  eye. 
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Prince  and  Poet,  Peer  and  Peasant, 

Priest  and  Beggar,  Soldier,  Sage, 
Statesmen,  Merchants,  and  Physicians, 

Bounding  Youth  and  creeping  Age, 
PubHcans  and  Brewers,  Brokers, 

Gamblers  on  the  Stock  Exchange  ; 
From  the  very  highest,  downwards 

To  the  very  lowest  range. 
Each  one  sought  to  gain  his  favour 
.    In  his  own  peculiar  way  ; 
None  but  put  forth  some  endeavour  ; 

All  were  in  his  liire  and  pay  ; 
Princes  sported  in  the  sunshine. 

Revelled  in  his  golden  glance. 
Living  on  the  bone  and  sinew. 

Blood  and  sweat  of  ignorance  ; 
GuzzUng,  drinking,  and  devouring. 

Licking  from  his  lavish  hand 
The  luscious  sap  of  groaning  labour 

Ever  at  their  sweet  command  ; 
Till  englutted  with  their  pleasures, 

Drunk  with  lust  and  base  desire, 
They  reel  and  sink  into  corruption, 

Wallowing  in  dirt  and  mire. 

Poetasters,  they  amused  him, 

Tickled  him  with  ribald  rhymes 
On  beauty,  passion,  love  and  fashion, 

Trimmed  to  suit  the  hollow  times  ; 
TiU  he  laughed  in  golden  guineas 

As  he  never  laughed  before, 
'Midst  the  loud  applause  of  ninnies 

Ever  ready  to  encore. 
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(But,  alas  !  the  seer  or  singer, 

More  deserving  of  renown. 
Quietly  sweats  and  quietly  labours 

In  the  shadow  of  his  frown  ; 
Breathing  out  his  soul  in  verses 

Charged  with  true  poetic  fire, 
Which  burns  into  the  soul  of  ages, 

Lifting  mortals  ever  higher.) 

Preachers  knelt  and  sought  liis  blessing, 

Grovelling  in  the  very  dust, 
In  abject  and  in  meek  submission, 

Placing  all  their  hope  and  trust 
In  him  who  held  their  souls  as  hostage 

For  a  little  yellow  dross  ; 
For  a  little  timely  profit 

Losing  sight  of  King  and  Cross. 
Heedless  of  the  strenuous  battle 

Of  the  honest,  humble  poor, 
Leaving  them  to  die  like  cattle 

On  the  bleak  and  barren  moor  ; 
Entertaining  rank  and  station 

In  the  sacred  house  of  God  ; 
Preaching  honied  consolation 

To  the  vulgar,  monied  clod  ; 
Trafficking  in  heavenly  worship. 

Selling  to  whoe'er  will  buy, 
Absolution  and  the  comforts 

Of  the  holy  sanctuary  ; 
Till  Religion  (heavenly  maiden) 

Blushed,  and  hid  her  head  in  shame. 
At  the  hellish  work  of  Satan, 

Perpetrated  in  her  name. 
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Statesmen,  maddened  with  ambition, 

Schemed  to  gain  the  precious  ore  ; 
Filled  their  coffers  to  repletion 

From  the  fulness  of  his  store  ; 
Till  they  groaned  beneath  his  favours 

In  their  close  captivity, 
Writhing  round  in  vain  endeavours, 

Struggling,  fearing,  to  be  free  ; 
Clinging  to  the  chains  that  bind  them  ; 

Hugging  closely  to  their  breast 
The  precious  links  that  gall  and  grind  them. 

Robbing  them  of  peace  and  rest ; 
Plotting,  planning,  and  intriguing, 

For  position,  power,  and  pelf. 
With  friend  and  foe  at  once  colleaguing 

In  the  interests  of  self  ; 
Framing  laws  to  please  the  classes  ; 

Levying  taxes,  toll,  and  rates 
On  the  struggling,  toiling  masses 

When  they  find  themselves  in  straits  ; 
Till  the  nations,  roused  to  anger 

By  those  acts  of  tyranny, 
Burst  the  bonds  in  which  they  languish, 

Rise,  and  leap  to  anarchy. 

Well-fed  publicans  and  brewers. 

Void  of  honour,  love,  or  truth  ; 
Luring  from  their  sense  of  duty 

Innocent  and  guileless  youth  ; 
Drugging  them  with  vile  decoctions, 

Letting  loose  their  poison  flood, 
Carrying  fever  and  corruption 

Thro'  the  channels  of  the  blood  ; 
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Sapping  healthy  constitutions, 
Undermining  sense  and  worth  ; 

Spreading  hungry  destitution 
O'er  a  heaven-reflected  earth. 

Beggars  whined  on  staves  and  cratches  ; 

Brokers  gambled,  merchants  lied  ; 
Labour,  wriggling  in  his  clutches. 

Fawned  around  on  every  side  ; 
Till  deafened  by  their  din  and  clangour 

He  raised  his  sceptre  high  in  air, 
And  thundered  forth  in  fiercest  anger, 

■'  Back  ye  wolves,  and  seek  your  lair." 
Then  the  surging,  selfish  rabble 

Turned  away,  dejected,  cowed  ; 
Ceased  at  once  their  gusty  gabble 

And  dispersed  a  motley  crowd. 

Turned  he  round  with  proud,  exulting 

Look  upon  his  brazen  face, 
"  Who  is  now,"  he  cried  "  insulting, 

Slandering  the  human  race  ? 
Where  is  now  your  trust  in  mortal. 

And  this  King  of  whom  you  speak  ? 
See  ye  not  that  I'm  all-poweiful  ? 

He  is  impotent  and  weak  ; 
He  is  helpless  to  deliver — 

Free  you  from  a  world  of  cares. 
Trust  in  me  your  gracious  giver, 

I  will  answer  all  your  prayers  ; 
I  will  strengthen  and  uphold  you, 

Be  your  comfort  and  your  stay." 
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"  Never,  no  !"  I  answered  boldly, 

"  Never  will  I  own  thy  sway, 
While  the  life's  blood  warms  my  bosom, 

And  while  Reason's  light  doth  shine 
Thro'  the  darkness,  and  illusion, 

With  a  radiance  divine  ; 
While  the  hope  of  bhss  supernal 

Holds  this  uplifted  soul  in  thrall, 
I  will  turn  to  Heaven's  Eternal — 

He  is  still  my  all  in  aD. 
He  will  yet  redeem  His  people, 

Free  them  from  thy  galling  yoke, 
Lift  them  from  the  sloughs  of  evil, 

And  plant  their  feet  upon  the  rock. 

"  Tho'  their  lives  seem  warped  and  tangled, 

Deep  within  the  troubled  breast 
Lies  the  Godlike  (passion-strangled). 

Longing  after  peace  and  rest. 
He  will  weigh  their  strong  temptation 

'Gainst  their  weighty  deeds  of  sin, 
Reckoning  out  the  soul's  salvation 

From  the  earnestness  within. 
Tho'  apparent  dire  Disaster 

Meets  them  in  their  battles  here. 
If  they  fight  for  Him,  the  Master, 

If  they  really  are  sincere, 
He  will  crown  their  honest  efforts 

With  the  tribute  of  His  love  ; 
And  lead  them,  when  from  Ufe  dissevered, 

To  His  blissful  home  above. 
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"  Tho'  thy  poison,  rank  and  gruesome, 

May  weaken  and  degrade  the  will, 
Still  there  lives  within  the  bosom 

The  germs  of  truth  that  can'st  not  kill. 
Truth  and  Love  are  ever  blooming 

Sweetly  in  their  native  soil — 
The  virgin  breasts  of  man  and  woman. 

Sweetening  their  daily  toil. 
Mark  yon  hardy  peasants,  suckled 

On  the  lap  of  Mother  Earth, 
Thriving  on  the  milk  that  trickles 

Down  her  rugged  breasts  at  birth. 
In  their  rough  and  rade  employment 

Gleaning  from  her  fruitful  fields. 
Health,  content,  and  sweet  enjoyment — 

Those,  the  rich  rewards,  she  yields. 

"  Free  from  poverty  and  treasure. 

Soul-corroding  care  and  strife  ; 
Drinking  deep  in  fullest  measure 

From  the  founts  of  simple  Ufe  ; 
Living  in  the  smihng  present. 

Pleased  with  what  their  labour  brings. 
They  envy  not,  tho'  lowly  peasants. 

The  grandeur  or  the  wealth  of  kings. 
No  sounding  titles  they  inherit, 

Seeking  neither  place  nor  power. 
Honesty's  their  mark  of  merit. 

Nature's  noblest,  richest  dower. 
Thus  they  live  with  God  and  Nature, 

Happy  in  their  simple  faith. 
Trusting  in  a  glorious  future 

Far  beyond  the  realms  of  death." 


IN  THE  KINTRY.  91 

Baffled  in  his  keen  persistence 

To  weaken  and  corrupt  my  mind, 
He  turned  and  vanished  in  the  distance, 

Leaving  not  a  trace  behind. 
Then  I  woke  to  hght  and  reason, 

Human  kindness,  joy,  and  truth. 
To  find  those  scenes  of  guilt  and  treason 

Had  graven  on  my  mind  this  truth — 
We  can  always  rise  victorious 
•     Over  every  earthly  ill, 
If  we  firmly  wield  the  glorious 

Sceptre  of  the  mind  and  will. 
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When  a  May  day  shoo'r 

Has  laid  the  stour 
I  like  to  be  oot  and  abroad. 

To  be  up  and  gaun 

Wi'  a  staff  in  my  haun 
Alang  yon  kintry  road. 

Awa'  frae  the  soun' 

O'  the  dinsome  toun, 
Whar  the  reek  comes  doon  in  cluds 

To  the  green  hillsides 

Whar  the  Irvine  glides 
In  the  shadow  o'  yon  fir  wuds. 
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To  sing  a  sang 

As  I  swing  alang 
At  a  reg'lar  clinkin'  pace, 

'Tween  a  walk  and  a  run, 

Wi'  my  back  to  the  sun, 
And  the  soutlilan'  -uin'  in  my  face. 

When  far  and  near 

Rings  lood  and  clear 
The  peesweep's  skirlin'  cry, 

The  vamp  o'  his  wings, 

As  he  swoops  and  swings, 
To  the  sowl  o'  me  sings  gaun  by. 

To  rest  on  a  sait 

By  the  wee  green  gate, 
And  listen  to  the  lintie  toot 

On  his  piccolo  sae  wee  ; 

To  the  blaclde  in  his  glee 
Wha  is  playin'  on  his  big  mellow  flute. 

To  hear  at  their  play 

The  weans  doon  the  brae. 
When  the  win's  comin'  frae  that  airt ; 

Some  servant  lassie's  cry, 

When  she's  ca'in'  in  the  kye  ; 
Or  the  rum'le  o'  a  distant  cairt. 

As  far  awa's  the  mill 

Roun'  the  fit  o'  Fairy  Hill, 
I  can  wauner  at  my  will,  or  lie  doon  ; 

Gae  hame  when  ere  I  like, 

Thro'  a  slap,  or  lowp  a  dyke. 
Then  owre  the  meedows  strike  for  the  toon. 
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When  I  lie  and  steek  my  een 

In  my  vvhurly  bed  at  e'en, 
A'  the  sichts  I  hae  seen  when  away 

Come  back  to  me  again, 

Wi'  a  glamour  a'  their  ain, 
As  veevid  and  as  plain  as  through  the  day. 
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I  sing  of  deeds  unknown  to  fame, 
By  heroes  worthy  of  the  name — 
The  hardy  miners,  doomed  to  toil 
Long  fathoms  deep  beneath  the  soil ; 
Where  deadly  air  and  poison  damp 
But  scarce  sustain  the  flickering  lamp. 

No  cheering  rays  of  heaven  illume 
The  darkness  of  their  living  tomb, 
Where,  buried  from  the  light  of  day, 
With  brawny  arms  they  cleave  their  way 
Thro'  stubborn  walls  of  coal  and  rock  ; 
'Midst  bhnding  dust  and  stifling  smoke. 
That  sap  the  life  and  clog  the  breath, 
And  doom  them  to  an  early  death. 

Yet,  all  undaunted  in  the  strife. 
While  brightly  burns  the  lamp  of  life, 
From  day  to  day,  with  ready  click, 
They  ply  the  hammer  and  the  pick  ; 
Or  wield  the  ponderous  sledge  of  steel, 
Till  nerves  and  sinews  tingling  reel ; 
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Till  arms  grow  numb,  and  down  their  cheeks 
The  grimy  sweat,  in  channeled  streaks. 
Proclaim  the  glowing  open  pores, 
And  smartly  nip  their  bleeding  sores. 

Mark  yonder  toiler,  sore  beset, 
With  sodden  garments,  reeking  wet 
With  precious  sweat,  that  slowly  glides 
Adown  his  breast  and  heaving  sides  ; 
With  swinging  swish  of  heavy  pick 
His  blows  are  falling  fast  and  thick 
Upon  the  hard,  unyielding  rock, 
That  all  his  efforts  seem  to  mock 
And  bar  his  Way  to  precious  bread 
By  which  his  little  ones  are  fed. 

In  stooping  posture,  bending  low. 
See  how  he  swings  him  to  and  fro  ; 
Till  rock  in  splinters  flies  around, 
And  burning  sparks,  with  hissing  sound. 
Dart  here  and  there,  Hke  meteors  bright, 
Athwart  the  gloomy  face  of  night. 
Enshrouded,  'midst  the  dust  and  haze. 
His  smoky  lamp  seems  all  ablaze  ; 
Its  crusted  wick  and  lengthened  flame 
All  unmistakably  proclaim 
The  lack  of  pure  and  healthy  air 
That  silently  the  lungs  impair. 

Anon,  he  wipes  his  grimy  face 
And  snatches  just  a  breathing  space 
To  stretch  his  limbs  and  quickly  eat 
His  morning's  meal,  made  doubly  sweet 
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By  hours  of  toiling  in  his  might 
That  whet  and  spur  the  appetite. 
His  cap  and  lamp  are  laid  aside  ; 
His  printed  'kerchief,  well  supplied 
With  bread  and  butter,  cake  and  cheese, 
Is  spread  across  his  grimy  knees. 
No  rich  repast,  no  dainties  there, 
But  plain  and  honest  homely  fare. 
Washed  down  with  milk  or  tepid  tea, 
Renews  his  lost  vitality. 
And  fits  him  further  in  the  strife 
To  battle  for  the  means  of  life. 

With  anxious  care  he  looks  around, 
With  ears  alert  for  every  sound — 
The  snapping  props,  the  rumbling  din 
Of  falhng  rocks,  that  hem  him  in  ; 
The  deadly  gases  snake-hke  hiss 
From  open  seams  and  crevices  ; 
The  beaded  damps,  that  patt'ring  drop 
From  fungus-bearded  roof  and  prop  ; 
Or  voUey'd  blast,  with  distant  boom. 
Re-echoing  from  room  to  room. 

But  hark  !  what  sound  is  that  he  hears. 
That  fans  to  flame  his  smouldering  fears  ? 

It  bursts  amidst  the  gloom 

Like  thunderbolt  of  doom, 

And  hurls  him,  with  the  shock. 

Against  the  jagged  rock. 

He  struggles  to  his  feet, 

But  ere  he  can  retreat. 
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A  rush  of  air  and  dust, 
A  fearful,  whizzing  gust 
Comes  sweeping  up  the  track, 
And  whirls  him  on  his  back. 

In  agony  and  pain, 
He  rallies  once  again 
And  runs,  udth  frantic  speed, 
To  meet  the  wild  stampede 
Of  miners,  half  attired. 
"  Oh,  God  !  the  pit  has  fired," 
He  shrieks  in  wild  dismay, 
And  hurries  on  his  way. 
In  breathless,  eager  haste, 
Thro'  ruin  wild  and  waste, 
O'er  twisted,  riven  rails 
And  broken  brattice  deals 
That,  littered,  lie  around. 
He  clears  them  with  a  bound 
And  ploughs  his  way  across 
Great  wreaths  of  drifted  dross. 

On  hands  and  knees  he  creeps 

O'er  rugged,  rocky  heaps, 

Thro'  water,  slush,  and  mud, 

Till,  drenched  with  sweat  and  blood, 

All  bruised,  and  sore  distressed, 

With  wildly  heaving  breast, 

Still  groping  all  the  way, 

At  last  the  light  of  day 

Appears  upon  his  sight. 

Where  men  in  woful  plight 
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•   And  helpless  youths  are  found 
All  wildly  crowding  round, 
With  agonising  cry, 
"  O  God,  and  must  we  die  ?" 

Awhile  in  abject  dread  and  fear, 
All  herded  close,  Uke  stricken  deer. 
They  stand  benumbed  and  stupefied  ; 
Till  dauntless  Courage,  close  allied 
To  craven  fear,  resumes  her  sway 
Triumphant  o'er  the  trembling  clay  ; 
Then  heroes,  minus  cap  or  lamp. 
Rush  bravely  thro'  the  after-damp 
To  rescue  those  who,  haply,  may 
Have  fallen  helpless  by  the  way. 

There  fathers  go  to  seek  their  sons 

And  swell  the  list  of  missing  ones  ; 

And  sons  their  fathers  seek  in  vain  ; 

While  shrieks  and  groans  and  cries  of  pain 

Around  on  every  side  are  heard 

From  men,  with  faces  scorched  and  scarred  ; 

With  hair  all  singed  from  off  their  heads, 

And  tattered  skin  that  hangs  in  shreds, 

Like  tissue  paper,  limp  and  wet. 

From  arms  and  hmbs  as  black  as  jet. 

From  lamps  and  flasks  is  handed  round 

The  ready  oil  to  bathe  each  wound  ; 

And  woollen  jackets,  scarfs,  and  caps 

Are  temporised  to  serve  as  haps 

To  shield  them  from  the  frosty  air 

Till  loving  hands,  with  kindly  care, 

Shall  woo  them  back  to  health  and  strength ; 
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Or  hap.  to  linger  on  at  length 

In  agony  till  kindly  Death 

ReUeve  them  of  their  troubled  breath. 

O  thou,  that  breath'st  the  air  of  heaven, 
To  whom  the  blessed  light  is  given, 
The  birds,  the  sunshine,  and  the  flowers 
To  cheer  thee  thro'  thy  waking  hours — 
If  ere  Compassion's  kindly  ray 
Illume  thy  breast,  and  points  the  way 
To  Mercy  ;  then  in  Mercy's  name, 
Tn  trumpet  tones  aloud  proclaim 
The  wrongs  and  sufferings  of  him 
Who  toils  in  caverns,  foul,  and  grim. 
Far  down  the  deep,  dark-throated  mine. 
Debasing  soul  and  form  divine. 

'Tis  not  the  struggle  of  a  day. 
Nor  glory  won  in  single  fray, 
But  silent  valour  of  a  life 
That  marks  the  hero  in  the  strife. 
'Tis  he  who  battles  bravely  on. 
When  hfe  and  hope  are  almost  gone, 
With  Mother  Earth  until  she  5aelds 
The  treasures  of  her  mines  and  fields. 
To  keep  in  comfort  and  in  life 
His  brothers  fainting  in  the  strife. 

Then  honour  to  whom  honour's  due — 
The  brave,  the  vahant,  and  the  true  ; 
Those  men  of  rugged,  sterhng  worth 
Who  disembowel  Mother  Earth, 
And  give  the  products  of  her  womb 
To  cheer  us  through  a  world  of  gloom. 
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Part  I. 

Saunt  Peter  sat  by  the  gowden  gate 

Dejected  and  lane.    The  oor  was  late. 

Busy  he'd  been  the  lee-lang  day 

Keepin'  the  wad-be  saunts  at  bay ; 

The  dross  and  dregs  o'  the  human  race 

Wha  buUied  and  thraitened  to  storm  the  place. 

When  lo  !   twa  mortals  thin  and  spare, 

Wi'  the  hunted  luk  o'  a  millionaire, 

Appeared.     Ane  said,  "  We  hope  the  Poo'ers 

Will  luk  intae  this  case  o'  oors  : 

We  cam'  up  the  nicht  at  enormous  cost 

By  aerial  car,  or  angel  post : 

That  bird  o'  passage  that  daily  plies 

'Tween  the  planet  earth  and  your  native  skies. 

"  When  we  were  there  doon  by  on  earth, 
Oor  moral  and  oor  social  worth 
Were  recognised  by  gifts  o'  jevvels, 
Gowden  keys,  and  siller  trowels, 
Burgess  tickets,  and  social  functions. 
Sic  as  dinners,  teas,  and  luncheons. 
The  king  himsel'  was  pleased  to  grant 
Us  titles  that  we  didna  want  ; 
But  considerin'  the  gracious  donor 
We  humbly  thanked  him  for  the  honour 
He'd  conferred.    But  wha'd  hae  thocht  it, 
The  vulgar  swore  that  we  had  bocht  it 
By  a  timely  big  donation 
To  the  cause  o'  education. 
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"  Believe  me   sir,  'twas  jist  a  story 
To  keep  us  oot  o'  heaven  and  glory. 
We  never  were  the  anes  to  shirk 
Oor  duty  baith  to  schule  and  kirk. 
There's  no  a  kirk  on  Scottish  soil, 
Frae  Orkney  doon  to  Arran's  isle, 
That  but  for  us  wad  be  in  debt, 
Or  aiblins,  as  a  theatre  let 
To  preach  the  tidings  o'  damnati  >n  ; 
In  fact,  we've  been  the  kirk's  salvation 
Since  ever  we  could  unnerstaun 
The  use  o'  cash.    Sae  there's  my  haun  ; 
And  gin  your  sauntship  but  desires 
An  organ  for  the  heavenly  choirs, 
A  cheque  frae  us  and  the  thing  is  dune  ; 
So  say  the  word  gin  ye're  wantin'  ane." 

Saunt  Peter  answered  wi'  a  slow, 

Deleeberate,  empliatic  "  No  !" 

He  tauld  them  to  their  brazen  faces 

They'd  paupereesed  the  human  races. 

That  noo,  to  desperation  driven, 

They'd  dae  the  same  for  saunts  in  heaven. 

The  thing  was  monstrous,  maist  prodigious  ; 

The  very  thocht  o't  sacrilegious. 

"  My  freens,"  quo'  he,  "  jist  keep  your  cash. 
Your  organs,  cheques,  and  siclike  trash 
For  worldly  folks  wha  heed  sic  toys. 
Oo'r  instrument's  the  human  voice 
When  we  chant  oor  lood  hosannahs. 
Your  organs  and  your  grand  pianos 
May  dae  for  sprees  and  sic  coorants,. 
But  they're  oot  o'  place  amang  the  saunts. 
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"  As  far  as  I  can  judge  ye,  freens, 
Your  Hfe  on  earth's  been  ocht  but  clean  : 
Ye  leeved  according  to  the  plan 
Laid  doon  by  erring,  sinfu'  man 
To  guide  him  in  liis  conduct,  namely, 
Get  mairriet  and  bring  up  a  faimly, 
Gang  to  kirk  and  say  your  prayers. 
Dabble  whyles  in  stocks  and  shares, 
Subscribe  to  Jews  and  heathen  neegurs. 
Manipulate  baith  men  and  feegurs 
For  selfish  ends,  and  leeve  in  style 
Within  the  law,  and  oot  the  jile, 

"  Intendin'  when  ye'd  run  your  race 
To  get  up  here  a  better  place. 
But  na,  my  freens,  I  vow  and  sweir 
The  likes  o'  ye  '11  no  be  here  : 
Gae  doon  to  Killie  or  Dunkel', 
Or  a  bittie  laigher,  go  to  Hell." 

Part  II. 

Next  mornin'  Saunt  Petei  was  up  and  aboot 
Lang,  lang,  ere  the  lave  o'  the  saunts  were  afoot, 
Lukin'  as  fit  and  as  fresh  as  a  lark 
After  his  yesterday's  worry  and  wark. 
As  he  leaned  owre  the  marble  stane  dyke  for  a  wee, 
Wi'  liis  great  muckle  telescope  up  at  his  e'e, 
He  saw  in  the  distance,  come  up  thro'  the  mist, 
A  car  on  its  wey  to  the  hame  o'  the  blessed. 
Then  as  it  drew  nearer,  "  Bless  me,"  quo'  the  saunt, 
"  They  are  gangers  frae  Scotland.    Heavens  !   whit 
can  they  want  ? 
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"  They  needna  come  here,  for  unless  they've  atoned 
For  their  sins  upon  earth,  they  should  be  under 

bond 
Till  the  spirit's  matured,  till  the  rank  fusel  oil 
And  dross  in  their  natures  should  come  to  the  boil ; 
A  warnin'  to  a'  that's  supposed  to  hae  wuts, 
'Gainst  the  folly  o'  makin'  a  god  o'  their  guts." 

So  sayin',  he  hurried  him  doon  to  the  gate 
Whar  already  the  pairty  were  lyin'  in  wait. 
The  spokesman,  a  man  wi'  a  face  like  a  mune. 
An  e'e  like  a  fish,  and  a  waik  lukin'  chin, 
Wi'  a  ring  on  his  linger,  and  licht  yellow  buits, 
And  a  lang  linen  bigcoat  that  hung  to  his  cuits, 
Steppit  oot  frae  the  crood,  and  wi'  serious  face. 
Said,  "  Kindly  produce  us  the  plan  o'  the  place. 
Oor  salts  hae  been  booked  since  the  date  o'  oor 

birth 
By  the  clergy  doon  yonder,  your  agents  on  earth, 
For  the  boxes,  or  rayther  the  orchestra  stalls, 
Beside  your  St.  Magdalenes,  Peters,  and  Pauls." 

"  I'm  afraid,"  quo'  the  saunt  (a'  unconscious  o' 

wut), 
"  Ye  are  doon  in  the  books  for  a  place  in  the  pit. 
Wi'  mortals  wha  grovel  in  daurkness  and  nicht — 
Ananias,  Barabbas,  and  Whittaker  Wricht. 
Sae  ere  T  decide  I  maun  on  wi'  my  specs 
And  examine  minutely  ilk  ane  o'  your  checks. 
For  already  in  by  there  is  ane  o'  your  clan 
Wha  disguised  as  a  saunt,  as  a  Godfearing  man, 
Slippit  in  (the  Recorder  will  vouch  for  the  truth) 
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Wi'  a  ticket  belangin'  to  General  Booth, 
Whilk  somehoo  or  ither  he  managed  to  steal 
Frae  the  godly  auld  man,  thro'  the  help  o'  the 

deil. 
Sac  ane  maun  be  wary  o'  cunnin'  laid  plots 
When  thus  separating'  the  sheep  frae  the  goats." 

Here  they  haun't  in  their  checks  whilk  he  glanced 
at  and  read. 

He  shuk  his  auld  pow,  then  he  solemnly  said, 

"  They  are  utterly  worthless,  your  chances  are 
gone  ; 

Lord  !  they're  no  worth  the  paper  they're  printed 
upon. 

I  fear  me  Jock  Calvin's  been  druggin'  your  con- 
science 

By  stuffin'  your  heids  fu'  o'  havers  and  nonsense ; 

By  telhn'  ye  whit  to  believe  and  expect, 

As  the  chosen  o'  Israel,  as  heaven's  elect. 

But,  believe  me  in  this,  as  in  every  case. 

It  is  wark,  no  behef,  that's  the  true  savin'  grace." 

"  Then  are  we,  Mr.  (whit  is  your  Christian  name), 
To  suffer  for  him  ?    We  are  haarUe  to  blame 
For  the  fau't  o'  the  agent  wha  led  us  astray  ; 
Sae  open  the  gate,  sir  ;  noo,  dinna  say  nay. 
Gin  a  box  o'  ceegaurs,  or  a  case  o'  champagne 
Be  ocht  to  your  likin'  ;  in  fact,  to  be  plain, 
Gin  a  praisent  ye  wad  be  acceptin'  frae  me, 
It  is  yours  to  comman',  and,  of  coorse,  duty  free. 
Sae  accept  it,  kind  sir,  in  the  usual  way. 
And  your  humble  petitioners  ever  will  pray." 
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"Pray,"  quo'  the  saunt,   "and   as  lang   as  you 

please, 
But  for  guidsake  !    my  man,  dinna  do't  on  your 

knees, 
Lest  the  love  and  respect  o'  the  devil  ye  tyne  : 
On  the  public,  my  birkie,  is  mair  in  your  hne. 
Ye  hae  dune  it  before  or  I'm  muckle  mista'en  ; 
But  if  ever  I  catch  ye,  sir,  tryin't  again  ; 
If  ever  again  you,  or  ane  o'  the  tribe, 
Should  mention  my  name  or  but  hint  at  a  bribe, 
I'll  gi'e  ye  a  roastin',  my  certes,  I  will ; 
Compared  wi'  it  hell  will  be  caller  and  cuil. 
Sae  get  oot  o'  my  sicht  wi'  your  cant  and  your 

drivel. 
The  haiU  cursed  lot  o'  ye  ;  go  to  the  devil." 


Part  III. 

The  seraphs  were  oot,  and  were  wingin' 
Their  wey  thro'  the  regions  o'  space. 

Their  lades  o'  humanity  bringin' 
To  the  mansions  o'  glory  and  grace. 

Saunt  Peter  was  busy  as  ever 
Directin',  by  word  and  by  sign, 

The  traffic  that  seemingly  never 
Wad  get  into  order  and  line. 

When  a  car  fu'  o'  younkers  displayin' 
A  banner  o'  whilk  they  seemed  prood 

Cam'  upwards,  the  wee  anes  hurrahin' 
And  wavin'  their  hauns  to  the  crood. 
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Wee  Johnnies,  and  Jamies,  and  Jeanies, 

Sae  rosy-red  cheekit  and  braw, 
Wi'  their  spotless  white  blouses  and  peenies 

As  white  as  the  new  driven  snaw. 

A'  lauchin',  and  jumpin',  and  yaffin', 

They  swarmed  roun'  Saunt  Peter  Hke  bees  ; 

Pu'in'  his  goon  in  their  daffin'. 

And  jinglin'  his  great  muckle  keys. 

Ae  toddUn'  wee  tot  o'  a  lassock, 

Withoot  the  least  hanker  or  swither, 

Rou'd  hersel'  roun'  in  his  cassock, 
As  a  bairnie  wad  dae  wi'  its  mither. 

In  a  voice  that  was  heartsome  and  cheery, 

Lukit  up  in  his  face  and  began, 
Wi'  the  simple  and  innocent  query, 

"  O  please,  sir,  are  you  the  Guid  Man  ?" 

Quo'  he,  "  I  am  only  His  servant. 

But  I'm  guid  to  the  weans  that  behave  : 

Gie  kisses  to  thaim  that's  deservint  ; 
Ye'll  maybe  get  ane  wi'  the  lave." 

A  sturdy  and  steerin'  wee  codger 
Gat  the  grup  o'  his  staff  and  begood 

To  mairch  up  and  doon  hke  a  soger, 
To  the  clappin'  o'  hauns  frae  the  crood. 

Anither  wee  mite  o'  a  mannie, 
Wi'  the  ghost  o'  a  tear  in  his  e'e. 

Said,  "  I'm  wantin'  inside  to  my  grannie, 
I  ken  she'll  be  waitin'  for  me." 
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By  this  the  effects  o'  their  rantin' 
Was  beginnin'  to  tell  and  be  seen 

In  the  streekin'  o'  airms,  by  the  gauntin', 
The  blinkin',  and  rubbin'  o'  een. 

Tho'  time  and  his  business  were  pressin' 
He  soothed  their  bit  cares  in  their  need, 

Gied  ilk  ane  a  kiss  and  his  blessin', 
A  kindly  bit  clap  on  the  heid. 

He  mused,  "  There's  a  somethin'  aboot  them 
The  heart  o'  me  cheers  and  sustains  ; 

Heaven  wadna  be  heaven  withoot  them— 
Wantin'  the  innocent  weans. 

"  His  heart  maun  be  hard  as  the  aim  is, 

Wha  wadna  his  sympathy  gi'e, 
To  comfort  the  wee  bits  o'  bairnies 

Whenever  in  trouble  they  be." 

To  him  said  a  Voice,  ' '  Ope  the  portals  : 
To  them  all  the  glory  be  given  ; 

Their  place  is  among  the  immortals  ; 

They  will  add  a  new  pleasure  to  heaven." 
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"  Whit's  the  maitter  wi'  ye',  Jimmock  ? 

Wull  this  yirmin'  never  cease  ? 
For  onie  sake,  man,  fill  your  stomach, 

And  let  us  hae  a  meenint's  peace. 

'-•'  Wheesht  noo,  dinna  be  a  tawpie. 
Sup  your  parritch  Uke  a  man  : 

Ye'll  no  get  them,  Leezie  Latta  ; 

Sup  them  up,  I'm  shuir  they're  gran'. 

"  Lo'd,  ye  make  an  unco  sluitter. 
See  your  peenie  ;  luk  at  that. 

Whit  !  ye  want  a  piece  and  butter  ? 
'Deed  ye'll  no,  ye  girnin'  brat. 

"  No  ae  bite,  I'll  wad  a  shullin'. 

In  this  hoose  until  ye  sup 
Your  parritch.     Monie  a  puir  wee  callan 

Wad  be  glad  to  snap  them  up. 

"  Am  I  to  thole  ye  onie  langer, 
Baiblin'  there  ye  clatty  brock  ? 

Guidsake  !  callan,  hoo  ye  anger 
And  torment  the  life  oot  folk. 

"  I'U  no  put  up  wi'  this  palaver  ; 

Leezock,  haun  me  owre  the  laif  ; 
Bring  the  knife  for  onie  favour 

Till  I  cut  him  half  a  shaif. 
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"  Ye  want  a  piece  and  butter  on  it  ? 

Butter  on't,  and  sugar  tae  ? 
Ye  muckle  tumphie,  whar's  your  bonnet  ? 

Gae  oot  o'  this — awa'  and  play." 

Lo'd,  it's  thankfu'  I'm  to  see  him 
Oot  the  hoose  and  oot  my  sicht ; 

It  men's  nae  maitter  what  I  gie  him. 
He  yaummers  on  frae  morn  to  nicht. 

We're  bairnies  a',  puir  helpless  craturs, 
Fu'  o'  wants  frae  day  to  day  ; 

We  vex  and  plague  auld  Mither  Nature 
For  ither  fare  than  whit  we  hae. 

Heedless  o'  her  timely  warnin' 

We  yaummer  on  till  ends  the  strife, 

In  hopes  we'll  get  yon  ither  mornin' 
The  butter  and  the  breid  o'  life. 
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'Tis  Sunday  mornin'.     A'  is  quate, 
There's  naething  stirrin',  lient  the  haet ; 
The  sUchtest  puff  o'  win'  is  wantin' 
To  stir  the  leaves  in  yonder  plantin'. 

Belyve  the  sun  luks  owre  the  heicht, 

And  lichtens  up  wi'  glorious  licht 

Oor  hoose  in  the  collyers'  Raw  : 

Its  moss  grown  thack  and  whitewashed  wa' 
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On  whilk  some  muckle  waun'rin'  snail 
Has  left  behin'  his  siller  trail, 
That  skinkles  in  the  sunlicht  there 
Like  jewels  in  a  leddy's  hair. 

Sparrows  busy  chirp  and  chatter 
Before  the  door  'mang  dubs  o'  water, 
Heedless,  or  unconscious,  that 
Waugher's  big  muscovy  cat 
is  coorie'in'  in  behint  the  dyke, 
As  canny  and"  as  quate's  ye  like. 

Owre  by  ae  lanely  lukin'  blackbird 

Is  singin'  in  Lorrainey's  stackyaird  ; 

The  laverocks  are  loodly  chantin' 

Up  abune  Treesbanks's  plantin'  ; 

Whyle,  'tween  the  Gates  and  auld  Jean  Shaw's, 

There's  great  commotion  'mang  the  craws. 

Within  the  hoose  m}^  mither's  stirrin', 
As  busy  as  can  be,  I'se  warran'  : 
Has  chappit  up  the  fire  nae  doot. 
Put  on  the  kettle,  and  gane  oot 
To  fill  her  stowp,  and  bring  betide 
A  baikie  fu'  o'  coals  inside. 

Lum  efter  lum  begins  to  reek, 
Then  doors  upon  their  hinges  creak. 
Blinds  gae  up,  the  catches  fa'. 
And  window  brods  flee  to  the  wa'. 

Then  half-dressed  neebors,  neebors  meet, 

Wi'  nocht  but  bauchles  on  their  feet, 

And  breeks  turned  doon  at  breekban'  heids. 
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They  waun'er  whar  their  notion  leads  ; 
To  Yirlston,  or  the  auld  Mill  rink  ; 
To  Laputa,  maybe,  or  Blacksynke  ; 
Buckhill  roaden'  ;  then  haply  turn 
And  up  the  banks  o'  yon  wee  burn  ; 
There  on  the  brig  to  sit  and  smoke, 
Or  tell  wi'  glee  the  latest  joke. 

Hoo  this  or  that  ane  met  yestreen 
Wi'  sae  and  sae,  a  langsyne  freen. 
In  auld  John  Morton's  o'  the  Bull, 
And  gat  a  bellyfu'  o'  yill ; 
The  whilk  he  cairriet  hame,  or  rayther. 
His  sons  ta'en  hame  inside  their  faither. 

By  this  time  Anra,  Rab,  or  Jimmock, 
Has  fand  the  bottom  o'  his  stomach  ; 
Sae  up  he  gets  and  mak's  for  hame. 
The  ithers,  yawpish,  dae  the  same. 
Ilk  ane  in  his  haun  belike 
A  stick  or  switch  cut  oot  the  dyke  ; 
A  bab  o'  coosHps,  or  a  muckle 
Bunch  o'  yellow  honeysuckle  ; 
A  green,  fresh  dyvot  oot  the  yird, 
A  bit  o'  groun'sel  for  the  bird  ; 
Or  maybe  fitches  for  the  rabbits, 
A  chynge  frae  curly  kail  and  cabbitch. 

Their  toddhn'  weans  come  oot  to  meet  them, 
Grup  their  hauns,  and  glibly  greet  them 
Wi'  "  Gie's  a  floo'r,  O  gie  us  ane  ; 
The  breakfast's  ready,  or  wull  be  sune." 
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Inside  there's  rowth  o'  cheer  and  mirth, 

The  cat  is  purrin'  on  the  hearth. 

The  canary  singin' — ilka  note 

Ye'd  think  was  gaun  to  bmst  his  throat. 

Then  welcome  soun'  for  hungry  man, 

The  ham  is  skirlin'  in  the  pan, 

As  if  in  glee  it  wad  ootbid 

The  birrin'  o'  the  kettle  lid. 

The  very  cyaw  forgets  his  sorrows, 

And  len's  his  cyuck  to  swall  the  chorus. 

The  table's  oot  upon  the  flair — 
A  plain  deal  table,  naething  mair, 
Scoored  and  scrubbit  by  the  haun 
Wi'  luewarm  water,  saip,  and  saun. 
Until  it  is  withoot  a  doot 
As  white  as  ony  table  cloot. 

Nae  feedin'  there  ye'd  ca'  in  question 

As  like  to  gie  them  indigestion 

But  hamely,  plain,  and  halesome  meat 

Sic  as  folks  langsyne  did  eat  ; 

There's  sweet  milk  cheese,  and  aitmeal  cake- 

The  kin'  their  wives  and  mither  bake  ; 

There's  toastit  laif  and  scone  and  butter. 

Wad  mak'  your  very  teeth  skyte  water, 

And  feel  it  wad  hae  been  a  loss 

Had  Providence  no  made  ye  boss. 


Breakfast  owre  there's  muckle  wark 

In  gettin'  ready  for  the  kirk. 

Before  the  gless,  wi'  droll  grimaces, 

Men  shave  themsel's,  then  wash  their  faces  ; 
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And  haply,  gi'e  their  feet  a  sine 
Amang  the  sapples  in  the  bine  ; 
Put  on  their  sarks,  their  Sunday  suits, 
Their  WelUngton's,  or  Blucher  buits, 
Their  black  claith  gloves,  silk  hats  and  a' 
Their  orders  there  to  mak'  them  braw. 


Frae  closet  or  frae  big  wa'  press 

The  auld  guidwife  brings  oot  her  dress — 

Her  black  silk  goon  and  harness  plyde, 

She  gat  langsyne  when  made  a  bride  ; 

Her  quilted  coat  and  Tuscan  bonnet 

Wi'  ribbons,  lace,  and  gum  floo'rs  on  it  ; 

Her  side  laced  buits,  and  snaw  white  stockings- 

When  dressed,  the  buddy  mair  betokens 

The  wife  o'  yon  bit  titled  sir, 

Or  some  auld  duchess  dowager. 

There,  noo,  the  auld  kirk  bell  is  ringin', 

Frae  ilka  neuk  and  corner  bringin' 

Douce  workin'  folks  to  join  the  thrang 

That  reverently  moves  alang 

The  stragglin',  rocky,  auld  toll  road 

That  leads  to  grace — the  hoose  o'  God. 

There,  solemn,  silent,  and  sedate 

The  elders  staun  beside  the  plate, 

Takin'  stock  o'  ilka  ane. 

Rich  or  puir,  that  passes  in. 

There's  a  "  wee  "  collection  it  wad  seem  ; 

Some  hame  or  foreign  mission  scheme, 

To  whilk  they  think  it  richt  and  proper 

To  contribute  an  extra  copper. 
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A  paper  poun's  been  gi'en  already 
By  Tam  the  laird  or  Bellfield  leddy, 
Wha  never  yet  were  kent  to  shirk 
A  "  wee  "  collection  at  the  kirk. 


Before  they  a'  get  settlet  doon 

There's  muckle  glancin'  roun'  and  roun'  ; 

Muckle  whusperin',  noise,  and  din 

Frae  jirgin  buits  and  cheepin'  shune. 

Owre  behint  yon'  airn  post 

Some  ane  gi'es  a  wee  bit  hoast, 

The  whilk  is  answered  by  anither. 

Sune  they're  hoastin'  a'  thegither, 

Or  nearly  sae — baith  big  and  wee, 

Belike  as  no  thro'  sympathy. 

The  minister,  when  a'  is  quate, 

Rises  slawly  frae  his  sait. 

"  Come,  let  us  now  begin,"  he  says, 

"  By  singin'  to  our  Maker's  praise 

A  portion  o'  the  hundredth  psalm." 

Then  quite  collected,  cool,  and  calm, 

The  wee  precentor  clears  his  throat 

And  hums  to  get  the  stertin'  note. 

Then  sune  the  auld  kirk  wa's  are  ringin' 

Wi'  earnest,  tho'  uncultured,  singin'; 

Noo  saft  and  lown,  then  lood  and  clear, 

Noo  far  awa',  then  scemin'  near. 

Till  minister  and  hearer  baith 

Are  wafted  on  the  wings  o'  faith 

Far,  far  abune  the  cares  o'  earth, 

The  warl'  o'  fact  that  gave  them  birth. 
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First  prayer,  then  praise,  then  comes  the 

preachm' : 
Nae  modem  theologic  teaching 
To  suit  the  taste  o'  warly  folks  ; 
But  plain,  auld-fashioned  orthodox 
Wi'  hell  a'maist  in  ilka  sentence 
To  fricht  the  sinner  to  repentance. 
The  rich,  the  usurer,  the  cheat, 
The  harlot,  and  the  hypocrite, 
The  sot.  the  glutton,  and  the  thief, 
The  suicide,  o'  sinners  chief, 
Wi'  unbelievers  a'  are  doomed 
To  burn,  and  never  be  consumed. 
In  brimstone  fire  and  burnin'  marl 
Doon  yonder  in  the  nether  warl'. 

Lood  and  lang  the  preacher  rails, 
Fhngs  his  airms  aboot  like  flails  ; 
Stamps  and  raves  like  ane  possessed, 
Bangs  the  Bible,  dauds  the  desk. 
Gars  the  stour  flee  oot  in  cluds 
Wi'  sic  unmercifu'-like  thuds 
That  sleepers  wauken  wi'  the  soun'. 
Sit  up  at  last  and  glower  aroun' 
Wi'  dazet-like  luks  that  seem  to  say, 
"  Guid  Lord,  is  this  the  judgment  day  ?" 

Noo  his  flock  is  fed  and  tended. 

His  "  Third  and  lastly,  brethren,"  ended  : 

Anither  psalm's  gi'en  oot  and  sung 

Wi'  muckle  pith  and  strength  o'  lung. 

"  Oor  betters  "  then  are  prayed  for,  namely. 

The  Queen,  the  Prince,  the  Royal  Faimly, 
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Ilk  minister  and  magistrate 
And  judge  connec'et  wi'  the  State, 
Withoot  exception  a'  are  prayed  for — 
And  whit  for  no  ?     'Tis  that  he's  paid  for. 

Wi'  solemn  air  at  last  he  staun's 

Abune  the  folk  wi'  liftet  hauns. 

"  May  the  peace  of  God,"  he  slowly  says, 

"  Abide  and  rest  with  us  always  ; 

With  all  His  people  the  world  o'er, 

N6w,  henceforth,  and  evermore  ; 

Thro'  ages  yet  beyond  our  ken, 

For  our  Lord  and  Saviour's  sake.     Amen." 

The  service  owre — they  crood  ootside 
Thro'  doors  and  yetts  thrown  open  wide. 
Again  the  queer  auld-farrant  street 
Re-echoes  to  the  tramp  o'  feet. 
Men  and  weemen,  saunts  or  sinners, 
Hurry  hame  to  get  their  dinners. 
Farmers  frae  the  kintry  roun', 
Stabled  at  the  "  Star  "  or  "  Croon," 
The  "  Shaif,"  or  Morton's  o'  the  "Bull," 
Feenish  aff  their  bakes  and  yill 
To  stey  the  cravin's  o'  their  wame  ; 
Then  yoke  their  naigs  and  hobble  hame. 

Graceless  mortals,  wha  for  or'nar' 
Hing  aboot  the  lazy  corner 
Aff  and  on  frac  morn  to  nicht. 
Are  in  their  hooses  oot  o'  sicht. 
Their  wives  or  sisters,  Jen  or  Jean, 
Are  keekin'  owre  the  window  screen  ; 
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Or  in  behint  the  curtains  lurkin', 

Waitin'  there  to  see  the  kirkin' 

O'  the  young  guidman  and  young  guidwife 

Jist  newly  buckled-to  for  Hfe. 

And  weel  for  thaim  that  they  should  miss 

Hearin'  sicna  talk  as  this  — 

"  My  guidness  gracious  !  whit  a  sicht ; 

Jist  luk  at  her,  a  perfect  fricht. 

That  bonnet  on  her  heid's  a  caution, 

Sae  dashled-like  and  oot  o'  fashion. 

I  wadna  wear  sic  common  dirt  ; 

'Deed  no,  altho'  ye  pey'd  me  for't." 

Or,  "  Guid  preserve  us  !  luk  at  Johnnie 

Wi'  his  braw  silk  hat  and  Tagaloney  ; 

Nae  doot  he's  thinkin'  to  himsel' 

He's  something  extra — quite  the  swell ; 

The  pride fu'  whalp,  the  vain  wee  birkie 

Has  na  the  sense  o'  a  sookin'  turkey. 

But  bide  a  wee  until  the  pey  day, 

When  Russell's  man  comes  roun'  on  Friday 

Wantin'  siller,  Jen  and  Jocky 

Will  maybe  no  be  jist  sae  cocky." 

Noo  they're  hame  and  at  the  Raw, 
Baith  big  and  wee  folk,  ane  and  a' 
Tak'  aff  their  braws  and  lay  them  by  ; 
Or  leave  them  on  the  beds  to  he 
Until,  sic  times  the  dinner's  past. 
They  lay  them  carefu'  by  at  last. 
Efter  whilk  they  gather  roun' 
The  ingle  neuk,  and  settle  doon 
To  steady  readin'  o'  a  kin' 
That  wad  haurlie  suit  the  carnal  min'  ; 
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Nae  chap  books  there  wi'  whilk  ye'd  quarrel 
As  gross  indacent  and  immoral ; 
But  something  better,  e'en  sublime, 
Sic  as  "  Pollock's  Course  of  Time," 
The  "  Pilgrim's  Progress,"  or  as  fate 
Wad  hae  it,  "  Boston's  Fourfold  State," 
The  book  of  "  Job  "  or  "  Revelations." 
Or  maybe  "  Harvey's  Meditations 
Among  the  Tombs  " — a'  books  o'  worth, 
That  lift  their  thochts  abune  the  earth. 

The  sun's  gaun  doon  behint  the  plantin', 
The  lav'rocks  a'  hae  quat  their  chantin'  ; 
Hushed  is  noo  the  blackbird's  sang, 
The  craws  sit  dumb  the  wuds  araang  ; 
White  mists  upon  the  meadows  he. 
The  trees  staun  black  against  the  sky  ; 
Whyle  a'  the  distant  hills  and  braes 
Are  covered  wi'  a  purple  haze. 
Flickerin'  shadows  dark  and  deep 
Aroun'  the  auld  thack  hooses  creep. 
The  mune  comes  up  wi'  glimmerin'  hcht  ; 
The  day  is  dune — 'tis  Sunday  nicht. 
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"  Set  him  doon  upon  the  flair 
Wi'  his  back  against  a  chair  ; 
Come  a'  laneys,  come,  my  lammie  ; 
Come  its  wa's  then — to  its  mammy. 
There's  a  toddler,  clever  wean  ; 
Steady  noo,  ye're  a'  your  lane. 
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"  Mind  your  feet,  keep  aff  the  mat, 
See  there,  ye'U  tum'le  owre  the  cat  ; 
Get  up  noo,  cheety,  oot  the  gate, 
Ye'U  cowp  the  wean  as  shair  as  fate. 

"  And  did  it  fa'  and  hurt  it's  broo  ? 
The  rauckle  poosie  tura'let  you, 
Ca'd  the  callan  aff  his  feet  ; 
Wheesht  noo,  Saun'ers,  dinna  greet. 

"  And  mammy  she'll  put  saut  intil 
The  poosie's  parritch — that  she  wull ; 
I'm  thinkin'  that'll  sort  her,  Saun'ers ; 
Learn  Miss  Cheety  better  manners. 

"  See,  see  !  whit's  that  ?     I  do  declare 
Ye've  knocked  a  hole  in  mammy's  flair 
And  kilt  the  cat.     O  sirse  the  day, 
Whit  on  earth  wull  faither  say  ? 

"  Rise  up  at  ance,  for  should  he  come 
Ye'U  get  laldie  owre  the  bum  ; 
Tak'  mammy's  linger,  haud  the  gnip, 
Oo-pess,  hooray  !   the  callan's  up." 

Man  is  jist  a  bigger  wean, 
Learnin'  yet  to  gang  his  lane  ; 
Tho'  he  doesna  unnerstaun, 
There's  a  guidin',  helpin'  haun' 
Held  oot  to  him  baith  day  and  nicht. 
To  lead  him  on  the  road  that's  richt. 
Then  blessed  be  he  when  Ufe  is  dune. 
If  sae  his  Faither,  up  abune. 
Should  welcome  him  amang  His  ain, 
Wi'  "  Come  awa'  my  clever  wean." 
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BEELZEBUB'S  ADDRESS  TO  A  RICH 
PHARISEE. 

Thou  art  gentle  and  meek  as  a  lamb 

On  the  lea, 
A  solace,  a  comfort,  and  balm 

Unto  me  ; 
For  thou  beareth  the  blame. 
The  sin,  and  the  shame. 
That  hath  sullied  thy  name, 

All  for  me, 

Dost  thou  see. 
My  sins  have  been  fathered  on  thee. 

Thou  art  free  from  aU  blemish  and  tcdnt, 

I  confess. 
Thou'rt  a  martyr,  a  hero,  and  saint, 

Nothing  less  : 
For  who  dare  impeach 
What  thy  ministers  teach, 
And  evangelists  preach 

Thro'  the  press, 

Heaven  bless 
The  labours  of  pulpit  and  press. 

Thou  preachest  the  Gospel  to  me, 

And  to  mine  ; 
The  Gospel  according  to  thee, 

And  to  thine. 
Thou  shalt  wring  from  thy  neighbour 
The  fruits  of  his  labour. 
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At  the  point  of  the  sabre, 

And  shine, 

Amidst  thine. 
As  a  Hght  and  a  glory  divine. 

Tho'  the  wicked  may  question  thy  claim 

To  a  crown  ; 
May  slander  and  sully  thy  name 

Up  and  down  : 
Still  they  cannot  deny 
Thou'rt  a  Christian.     Ay, 
Of  the  veriest  dye. 

In  the  town, 

Up  or  down  ; 
Of  the  veriest  dye  in  the  town. 

Thou  hast  given  to  the  heathen  abroad 

Of  thy  pelf ; 
To  the  honour  and  glory  of  God — 

And  thyself. 
For  which  thou  art  given 
A  soul  newly  shriven. 
And  a  bond  over  Heaven 

For  thyself — 

Lucky  elf  ; 
Thou'st  a  mortgage  on  Heaven  for  thyself. 

Aside. 

You  must  give  to  the  Devil  his  due  : 

If  you  do 
In  the  end  I  am  sure  to  have  you 

And  your  crew  : 
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Till  then  fare  thee  well, 
I  will  meet  you  in  Hell, 
Where  damn'd  devils  yell 

And  halloo, 

Ages  thro'  ; 
Where  damn'd  devils  yell  and  halloo. 
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Dear  Johnnie, — I  tak'  up  my  pen 
To  ca'  the  crack,  an'  let  ye  ken 
That  I  am  weel,  as  weel  can  be  ; 
An'  fondly  hope  that  sae  are  ye. 
For  what  is  waur  than  loss  o'  health  ? 
I'm  certain,  no  the  loss  o'  wealth  ; 
For  wealth  is  aft  as  big  a  curse 
To  mortals  as  the  empty  purse. 
It's  aye  a  kittle  naig  to  ride, 
Camsteerie,  skeigh,  an'  ill  to  guide. 
Jist  gie  her  heid-room,  an  she'll  pitch' 
Ye  owre  her  shouther  in  the  ditch  ; 
Whar  ye  may  lie  an'  lick  your  sairs 
For  onything  the  worl'  cares. 

But  haud  her  in,  an'  keep  her  ticht, 
E'en  let  her  prance  wi'  a'  her  micht, 
Till  ance  you're  past  the  ugly  ditches, 
An'  safely  on  the  road  to  riches  ; 
Then  every  gate's  thrown  open  wide 
To  speed  ye  in  your  pleasant  ride. 
Until  ye  reach  your  destination, 
'Midst  cheers  and  shouts  o'  acclamation. 
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But,  after  a'.  Lord  keep  us  free 

Frae  either  wealth  or  poverty. 

A  something  jist  between  the  twa 

Extremes  wad  suit  us  best  of  a'  ; 

Whar  we  could  sit  and  view  the  strife, 

Content  an'  satisfied  wi'  hfe. 

It's  no  that  ye  wad  ere  abuse 

The  gowden  mercies  meant  for  use  ; 

But  aye,  I'm  sure,  wad  deed  and  feed 

The  hungry,  naked  in  their  need  ; 

An'  thus  augment  your  happiness 

By  helping  ithers  in  distress. 

A'  ither  selfish  ways  are  vain. 

An'  bring  us  nocht  but  grief  an'  pain. 

But  whit  need  I  begin  to  preach 
To  ane  mair  qualified  to  teach 
In  sic-like  maitters  than  mysel'  ? 
God  knows  I'm  no  (the  truth  to  tell) 
Owre  mickle  gi'en  to  charity  ; 
But  then  I  haena  much  to  gie. 
Yet  still,  when  want  is  pressing  sair, 
I  aye  contrive  to  gie  my  share  ; 
Although  it  may  be  jist  a  groat 
Beside  his  Lordship's  live  poun'  note. 
Wha  kens  but  credited  I'll  be 
For't  up  abune  as  weel  as  he. 

It  isna  jist  the  value  o' 
Your  contribution,  certes,  no. 
But  mair  the  way  in  whilk  it's  gi'en, 
That  marks  the  sympathetic  frien'. 
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A  wee  thing  comin'  frae  the  heart, 
That's  free  frae  every  selfish  airt, 
Is  charity,  when  poun's  are  no 
That's  gi'en  wi'  great  parade  an'  show. 
If  man  frae  evil  wad  abstain, 
He  maun  dae  guid,  for  guid  alane  ; 
But  if  he  maun  hae  recompense. 
There's  surely,  to  a  man  o'  sense, 
Sufficient  in  the  pride  that  springs 
From  doing,  quietly,  noble  things. 

But  here,  methinks,  the  worl'  will  say, 

"  This  kin'  o'  teachin'  winna  dae, 

For  mense  an'  sense  alike  proclaim 

That  charity  begins  at  hame. 

An'  selfishness,  tho'  ye  misca't, 

Ye  shouldna  set  it  doon  at  naught  ; 

It's  aye  the  motive  that  impels 

Us  moftals  on  to  help  oorsels  ; 

It  nerves  us  on  to  emulate 

The  rich,  the  wealthy,  an'  the  great. 

By  strivin'  wi'  them  for  a  place 

O'  honour  in  the  gowden  race. 

So  selfishness,  ye  see,  in  ithers 

Is  charity  unto  his  brithers." 

But,  Johnnie,  lad,  whate'er  betide, 
We  winna  mak'  the  worl'  oor  guide, 
But  trust  the  teachin's  o'  the  heart. 
An'  strive  to  act  the  manly  pairt. 
Let  ithers  scheme  to  get  the  grup 
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O'  Mammon's  bonnie  gowden  whup, 
Wi'  whilk  to  lash  their  fellow-man, 
An'  gar  him  dae  the  best  he  can 
For  them  an'  theirs  ;   we'll  ne'er  demean 
Oorsel's  by  this  ;   no,  no,  my  frien'. 
We'll  never  prostitute  our  natures 
By  grinding  doon  oor  fellow- creatures  ; 
But  help  them,  baith  by  word  an'  deed 
If,  haply,  they  should  be  in  need. 
It's  always  better  in  the  en' 
Tae  dae  the  richt,  ye  may  depen'  ; 
1  he  sympathetic,  kindly  act  is 
Jist  religion  put  in  practice. 

A  man  may  be  a  lurk,  a  Quaker, 
Or  Hottentot,  it  doesna  maitter  ; 
As  lang's  he  has  the  feelin'  heart, 
An'  acts  the  kindly  neebor  pairt. 
He's  nearer  far,  in  my  opinion. 
Unto  yon  blissfu'  bricht  dominion, 
Than  they  wha  never  miss  a  Sunday 
At  the  kirk,  but  on  the  Monday 
Cheat  an'  lee  like  kintry  coupers, 
Prick-the-loops,  or  coonter-loupers  ; 
Dissembling,  smooth  faced  hypocrites 
Unsanctified  religious  cheats. 
What  starve  the  guid  an'  feed  the  evil 
Within  their  breists  to  serve  the  Deevil, 
An*  mak'  theirsel's  a  leevin'  tomb 
Wherein  their  moral  selves  are  doomed 
To  lie  an'  rot  araang  the  dust  ; 
A  prey  to  worms  o'  worl'ly  lust. 
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O  Heaven,  preserve  us  in  the  faith, 
An'  save  us  frae  this  moral  death, 
In  whilk  the  ghouls  o'  black  remorse 
Envenomed  gnaw  the  leevin'  corse, 
An'  prey  upon  the  peace  o'  mind 
O'  those  by  nature  guid  an'  kind. 
An'  we  will  leeve  in  hope,  and  pray 
There  yet  will  come  anither  day 
When  man  will  dae  unto  his  brithers 
As  he  himsel'  wad  aye  hae  ithers 
Dae  to  him  ;    an'  no  forever 
Waste  his  life  in  vain  endeavour. 

Though  Hope,  at  times,  ma}^  fib  and  lee. 
And  cheat  us  wi'  her  sophistry. 
We  winna  blame  her  for  the  fraud. 
Bat  ever  kiss  and  hug  the  jaud. 
We'll  no',  Uke  ithers,  girn  an'  growl, 
But  patiently  possess  our  sowl, 
Till  yonder  Sun  o'  love  an'  licht 
Shall  chase  awa'  the  clouds  o'  nicht ; 
An'  melt  an'  thaw  the  frosts  o'  hate, 
Till  love  rins  in  a  glorious  spate. 
Thro'  a'  its  channels  to  the  sea, 
O'  broad  an'  deep  fraternity. 

So  hoping  health  an'  peace  o'  mind 
May  yet  be  yours,  until  resigned 
Ye  jdeld  your  breath  an'  quat  the  scene 
'S  the  earnest  wish  of  him.  your  frien'. 
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REPLY  TO  THE  TOAST  OF  MY  HEALTH. 

Mr.  Chairman,  Mr.  Croupier, 
And  Gentlemen  assembled  here, 
Seein'  my  health's  sae  ably  been 
Proposed  by  you,  my  worthy  freen, 
And  seconded  by  monie  ithers 
I  luk  upon  as  freens  and  brithers, 

I  think  the  least  that  I  can  dae 
Is  to  get  upon  ray  feet  and  say — 
I  thank  ye  for  the  honour  dune  me, 
And  \vull  as  far  as  lies  within  me 
Endeavour  to  deserve  a  wee 
The  guid  opinion  formed  o'  me. 

I  own,  when  I'm  a  wee  thing  mellow, 
I'm  whit  ye'd  ca'  a  jolly  fellow  ; 
Whilk  nae  ane — nayther  you  nor  I — 
Could  ca'  in  question  or  deny. 
But  sittin'  here  aroun'  this  table 
Ye'll  lin'  as  jolly  and  as  able 
Men  as  me,  and  maybe  mair  sae, 
Wha'd  rayther  lauch  than  cry,  I  daresay. 

Men  o'  gumption,  free  frae  guile, 
Wha  ken  the  vailue  o'  a  smile 
In  life's  affairs,  and  that  a  tear's 
Been  lang  a  drag  in  the  market  here  ; 
Men  wha'd  rayther,  to  say  the  least. 
Join  a  festive  funeral  feast 
Where  a'  are  merry,  bljrthe,  and  hearty, 
Than  mourners  be  at  waddin'  pairty. 
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This  custom,  gentlemen,  o'  drinkin' 
Ane  anither's  healths,  and  clinkin' 
O'  oor  glesses,  whyle  we're  singin' 
Till  iTiif  and  rafters  a'  are  ringin'. 
Is  an  auld  and  auncient  custom  which 

"  Is  far  mair  honoured  in  the  breach 

Than  the  observance,"  as  Shakespeare  says. 

It  may  hae  been  in  Wulhe's  days  ; 

But  noo  the  honour  lies  in  usin't, 

By  takin'  it,  and  no'  abusin't. 

The  man  wha  gets  oor  approbation 

Is  him  wha  drinks  in  moderation. 

But,  say  oor  teetotal  freens, 
"  Your  yill  and  whisky's  been  the  means 
O'  bringin'  monie  men  to  grief 
Withoot  the  prospect  o'  relief. 
Under  the  influence  o'  the  nappy, 
Puir  sowls,  ye  only  think  ye're  happy  ; 
But  a'  is  ootward  show  and  sign, 
For  ye're  railly  naething  o'  the  kin'." 

Exactly  !     It's  the  thinkin'  o' 
Jist  whit  we  are  that  mak's  us  so  ; 
Whit  we  think  we  are  the  noo, 
Kindly,  crabbit,  fresh,  or  fou. 
Ignorant,  witty,  dull,  or  learned. 
We're  that,  as  far  as  we're  concerned. 
For  instance,  gin  we  think  that  we 
Are  ailin',  and  are  gaun  to  dee. 
Then  dee  we  wull,  and  gang  the  gate 
We  a'  maun  gang,  as  shuir  as  fate. 


128  VERSE. 

But  let  us  think  we're  comin'  roun', 

We'll  sune  be  healthy,  hale  and  soun', 

And  that  withoot  the  use  o'  drugs 

That's  fit  for  nocht  but  cats  and  dugs 

The  fact  is  this,  we  soar  or  sink 

Accordin'  to  the  thochts  we  think. 

Sae  nae  amount  o'  argument 

Or  sophistry  wull  gar  us  tint 

Oor  gless  o'  bitter  yill  or  whisky. 

That  mak's  us  think  we're  blythe  and  frisky. 

Then  ilka  social,  honest  chiel, 

That's  worth  his  parritch,  milk,  and  meal, 

Wull  keep  his  evil  thochts  in  check 

Lest  they  lead  him  on  to  wreck. 

Put  on  at  ance  the  brake  ca'd  "  Will," 

Whenever  they're  gaun  doon  the  hill. 

Then  ease  it  gently  when  they're  good 

And  on  the  road  to  rectitude 

That  leads  up  yonder  steep  inchne, 

Whaur  a's  content  and  peace  o'  min'. 

Noo,  gentlemen,  ye  mauna  think 

I'm  talkin'  here  the  waur  o'  drink  ; 

Believe  me,  or  beheve  me  not, 

I  railly  am  the  better  o't. 

Inspired  by  it,  I  seem  enchanted, 

Ideas  come  whene'er  they're  wanted  ; 

I  dinna  need  to  wale  my  words, 

They  come  in  droves,  they  come  in  herds, 

And  settle  in  their  proper  places 

In  spite  o'  me  in  monie  cases. 
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Then  but  for  drink  I  micht,  I'm  thinkin', 
Been  sittin'  here  ]ike  a  hoolet  blinkni' 
In  the  gowden  hcht  o'  da3^ 
Wi'  no  ae  single  word  to  say  ; 
Or  deavin'  ye  wi'  senseless  clatter 
'Boot  ginger  beer  and  soda  watter, 
Or  the  cup  provided  by  the  Fates 
"  That  cheers  and  not  inebriates." 

But,  gentlemen,  the  cup  that  we 
Indulge  in's  no  the  cup  o'  tea  : 
It's  the  ane  beloved  by  saunts  and  seers. 
That  baith  inebriates  and  cheers  ; 
That  prompts  the  story  and  the  sang, 
To  help  the  harmony  alang  ; 
Mak's  ilka  ane  a  freen  and  brither 
And  bauds  society  thegither  ; 
That  links  and  bin's  us  up  for  good 
In  ae  long  chain  o'  britherhood. 

Sae  let's  be  merry,  you  and  I  ; 
Drink,  for  the  morn  we  maybe  dry 
When  there's  no  as  muckle  in  the  hoose 
As  wad  wat  oor  lips  or  droon  a  moose. 
Sae  thankin'  ye  kindly  ilka  ane 
For  your  patient  hearin',  I  hae  dune. 
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WARFARE. 

Kissed  by  the  amorous  sun, 
We  spring  from  out  the  night. 

All  eager,  every  one, 

For  life,  for  love,  and  light. 

While  longingly  we  gaze 

Aloft,  thro'  the  weeping  mist, 

We  dream  of  happier  days 
In  a  world  removed  from  this. 

The  phantom,  Death,  appears  : 
His  all-devourmg  form. 

Awakes  our  craven  fears. 
And  rings  our  souls'  alarm. 

With  every  nerve  and  limb 
Strained  for  the  coming  strife. 

We  grapple  and  close  with  him 
For  life,  Eternal  Life  ; 

Till  backwards  borne  to  earth, 
Pierc'd  by  the  shaft  of  Fate, 

Our  red  life  rushes  forth 

In  warm,  tempestuous  spate. 

Forth  from  the  reeking  trench, 
With  loud,  avenging  cry, 

We  sweep,  hke  an  avalanche, 
To  death,  or  victory. 
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Our  fighting  souls,  bedight 
With  gleaming  sword  of  faith, 

Battle  for  the  right 

With  all  the  hosts  of  Death. 

Fell  Doubt,  and  dark  Despaii, 
Reel  from  our  vengeful  blade, 

Back  thro'  the  stifling  air. 

All  vanquished  and  dismayed. 

On  thro'  the  sullen  grave. 
And  Hell's  devouring  depths 

We  rush  where  spirits  rave 
In  endless  drear  eclipse. 

We  charge  the  dusky  hordes 
That,  shrieking,  swarm  around, 

Slaking  our  thirst}'  swords 
In  many  a  weeping  wound. 

Emerging  from  the  fight. 

All  drenched  with  blood  and  tears, 
Far  up  the  sun-kissed  height, 

A  welcome  form  appears, 

And  hails  as  with  acclaim. 

"  Let  all  who  hear  My  voice 
Arise  in  Victory's  name. 

Sing  praises  and  rejoice. 

"  Those  weary,  prisoned  souls 
Have  earned  their  own  release. 

And  bravely  won  the  goal 
Of  everlasting  peace." 
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THE  AULD  KIRK  BELL. 

Listen  for  a  spell 

To  the  auld  kirk  bell. 
This  is  whit  it  says  and  sings, 

Wi'  its  muckle  lang  tongue. 

To  auld  and  young, 
As  merrily  it  jees  and  swings. 

"  Come  ane,  came  a', 
To  the  kirk  come  awa'  : 

Ye  are  lukin'  gey  braw,  I  maun  say, 
Wi'  your  collars  and  your  cuffs, 
And  your  boas  and  your  muffs  : 

Was  ever  sic  a  grand  display  ? 

"  Ye  are  late,  ye  are  late, 
Put  your  penny  in  the  plate  : 

Gae  in  and  tak'  a  sait  and  sit  doon, 
And  dinna  say  a  cheep 
Till  ye  wauken  oot  your  sleep, 

To  rattle  aff  the  first  psalm  tune." 

Listen  for  a  spell 

To  the  auld  kirk  bell. 
On  Monday  it  sings  and  says 

"  Luk  alive,  luk  ahve. 

It  is  hauf-past  five  ; 
Up,  up,  man,  and  on  v\d'  your  claes. 
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"  There's  the  tramp  o'  feet 

Up  and  doon  the  street ; 
Clatter  o'  buits  and  shune. 

Hurry  up,  hurry  up, 

Wi'  the  tea  in  your  cup ; 
Ye're  ahin,  ye're  ahin,  ye  maun  rin." 

Anither  tale  to  tell 

Has  the  auld  kirk  bell, 
When  your  day's  hard  work  is  wrocht : 
'      It  sings  and  it  lilts, 

O'  tea  and  its  till'ts, 
Till  your  teeth  skytes  water  at  the  thocht. 

"  O  it's  hame,  sweet  hame. 

There  is  comfort  in  the  same, 
And  rest  for  your  weary  banes  ; 

A  nod  and  a  smile 

That  will  pey  for  your  toil. 
And  a  cuddle  frae  your  guileless  weans." 

Listen  for  a  spell 

To  the  auld  kirk  bell : 
In  the  soun'  o'  its  voice  ye  will  fin' 

There  are  griefs,  there  are  fears, 

There  are  smiles,  ay,  and  tears, 
Accordin'  to  the  mood  ye  are  in. 

When  a  waddin's  to  the  fore. 

And  the  cab  is  at  the  door, 

Its  voice  seems  gleesome  and  glad. 

But  it  chynges  its  tune — 

Has  a  different  soun', 

To  him  wha  is  hopeless  and  sad. 
10 
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Be  it  joy,  be  it  care, 
Then  dinna  ye  despair, 

But  lift  up  your  voices  and  sing 
In  chorus  ane  and  a', 
Till  the  shadows  flee  awa'. 

And  the  bells  of  Eternity  ring. 


PART  II. 

HUMOROUS    VERSE. 


HUMOROUS    VERSE. 


THE  ELDER'S  PRAYER. 

O  Lord,  this  nicht  tak'  care  o'  me 
As  I've  a  wee  drap  in  my  e'e. 
I'm  fou  ;  in  fact,  as  fou's  can  be  ; 

Sae  guide  me  hame. 
And  till  the  very  day  I  dee 

I'll  bless  Thy  name. 

O  keep  me  on  the  causey  stanes. 

And  steer  me  clear  o'  sheughs  and  drains. 

Lest  I  should  fa'  and  brek  my  banes, 

Or  smash  my  bottle. 
Frae  this  nicht  forth  whyle  life  remains 

I'll  be  teetotal. 

Thou  kens,  O  Lord,  when  I  foregather 
Wi'  twa-three  freens,  I  sit  and  blether, 
Smoke  and  drink,  and  splore  and  splether 

Aboot  my  wark. 
Forgi'e  me,  gin  I've  streetched  my  tether 

Oot  owre  the  mark. 
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Thou  kens,  when  sober,  that  I  am 
As  canny  and  as  quate's  a  lam'  ; 
But  gi'e  me  jist  the  secont  dram, 

I'm  no  sae  ceevil, 
I  dinna  care  a  tinkler's  d 

For  man  nor  deevil. 

Thou  kens  when  I've  the  drappie  in, 
I'd  fecht  or  quarrel  wi'  the  win'; 
Steek  my  een  and  go  it  blin' 

Wi'  teeth  and  claws  : 
A  grievous  and  a  heinous  sin 

Against  Thy  laws. 

And  O,  guid  Lord,  jist  keep  it  quate, 

I've  ta'en  to  backin'  horse  of  late  ; 

I've  something  on  for  the  "  Chester  Plate 

Wi'  Jock  M'Lure  ; 
On  a  horse  that's  never  yet  been  bate  : 

A  safe  thing,  sure. 

Be  wi'  me,  Lord,  gaun  doon  yon  street. 
Lest  I  the  minister  should  meet, 
Wha'd  see  me  staggerin'  on  my  feet, 

And  breed  me  strife. 
'Bane  a',  be  wi'  me,  I  repeat, 

When  I  meet  the  \viie. 

When  up  to  flytin'  pitch  she's  stnmg 
Thou  kens  she  has  an  awfu'  tongue, 
Wi'  muckle  pith  and  strength  o'  lung 

At  times  to  back  it. 
Lord,  grant  this  nicht  that  Meg  M'Clung 

May  be  tongue-tackit. 


II 
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Or  grant  me  of  Thy  grace  to  give  her 
A  lesson  she'll  forget,  ah,  never. 
Uphaud  me  in  my  first  endeavour 

To  keep  my  ain  ; 
And  Thine  the  glory  be  for  ever. 

Amen,  amen. 


BRITHER'T  COLLYERS. 

We  met  yestreen  wi'  Mattha  Gray 
In  "  Morton's  o'  the  Bull," 

To  brither  him  and  twa-three  mae. 
And  hae  a  drink  o'  yill. 

Auld  Anra  Mair,  wha  taen  the  chair, 
Wi'  monie  a  hum  and  ha. 

Began  to  read  wi'  solemn  air 
A  lesson  to  us  a'. 

A  lang  and  ramblin'  rigmarole 
'Boot  sympathy  wi'  ithers  ; 

Then  swore  us  on  oor  sacred  souls 
To  act  as  freens  and  brithers. 

He  sprinkled  us  wi'  Aidam's  wine, 

Or  something  oot  a  cup  ; 
Gied  ilka  ane  the  secret  sign, 

And  then  the  collyer's  grup. 
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He  raised  his  gless,  cried,  "  Here's  success 

To  brithers  ane  and  a', 
And  may  their  shadows  ne'er  grow  less  ; 

Hip,  hip  !     hip,  hip  !     Hurrah  !" 

The  wee  precentor  sung  a  sang. 

Then,  sittin'  doon,  quo'  he, 
"  Jist  sing  it  better  he  wha  can," 

Then  slyly  winked  at  me. 

Quo'  whustlin'  Dan,  "  I  fear  nae  man 

Wha  wears  the  face  o'  cley  ; 
I'll  sing  ye  here,  jist  richt  aff  haun', 

And  for  your  fortnicht's  pey." 

'Twas  gettin'  noo  a  rowdy  hoose. 
Sic  noise  gaed  roun'  the  table. 

Ye'd  think  'twas  Bedlam  broken  loose  ; 
In  fact,  a  perfect  Babel. 

Sae  monie  tongues  at  ance  did  wag  ; 

Rab  Broon  and  Sanny  Clark, 
And  monie  mae,  began  to  brag 

And  bounce  aboot  their  wark. 

Wee  Sanny  Soorlie  (clatty  wasp). 

He  up  and  said  that  he 
Could  work  me  to  my  hin'most  gasp — 

Could  howk  mair  coals  than  me. 

Quo'  I,  "  Ye've  nayther  boun's  nor  girth 

To  hand  your  ain  wi'  men  ; 
In  fact,  I  quastion  if  your  worth 

A  full  three-quarter  ben." 
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We  argue  bargue't  for  a  wee, 

Frae  words  we  cam'  to  blows  ; 
He  threw  his  dregs  o'  yill  at  me, 

I  hit  him  on  the  nose. 

Before  I  weel  kent  whit  was  up, 

Oor  Jock,  and  Sanny's  brither. 
Had  got  themsel's  in  death-Hke  grups. 

Were  chikkhn'  ane  anither. 

In  midst  o'  a'  this  gurry  shang, 

When  aiths  and  blows  were  rife. 
The  door  flew  open  wi'  a  bang. 

And  in  cam'  SoorHe's  wife. 

She  fixed  wee  Sanny  wi'  an  e'e 

As  gleg  as  onie  hawk, 
And,  pointing  to  the  door,  quo'  she, 

"  Get  up,  ye  hound,  and  walk." 

Wi'  that  she  like  a  sojer  wheels. 

And  back  the  road  she  cam', 
Whyle  Sanny  followed  at  her  heels 

As  quate  as  onie  lam'. 

To  sowther  maitters  up  a  wee 

The  landlord  he  brocht  ben 
Some  breid  and  cheese,  and  royally 

Produced  the  tappit  hen. 

Quo'  he,  "  M3'  freens,  afore  ye  gang. 

We'll  jist  ha'e  doch-an-dhorous  ; 
Then  Danny,  there,  will  sing  a  sang — 

We'll  a'  join  in  the  chorus." 
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Puir  Dan  got  up  and  sung  us  ane 

As  weel  as  he  was  able, 
But  losh  !  he  fair  collapsed  when  dune. 

And  fell  below  the  table. 

The  landlord's  extra  dram,  ye  see, 

Had  fairly  dune  the  trick  ; 
The  buddy  was  as  fou's  the  e'e 

O'  onie  mell  or  pick. 

We  cleeked  him  hame  to  Whinnyknowes 

We  couldna  weel  dae  less 
Than  help  (accordin'  to  oor  vows) 

A  brither  in  distress. 


CHRISTMAS  EVE. 

On  Christmas  Eve,  when  little  folk 
Were  hanging  up  their  stockings, 

And  slipping  quietly  off  to  bed, 
Old  Santa  Claus  invoking, 

I  muttered,  "  Why  not  hang  up  mine, 
And  add  one  to  the  number  ?" 

I  did — then  tumbled  into  bed, 
And  soon  was  wrapped  in  slumber. 
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Next  morning,  when  the  milkman  came 

A  rapping  at  the  door, 
We  bounded  from  our  cosy  cribs, 

Our  stockings  to  explore. 

One  found  in  his  a  barking  dog, 

And  one  a  purple  monkey  ; 
While  others  found  a  jumping  frog, 

A  camel,  and  a  donkey. 

One  found  a  great  big  picture  book, 

And  one  a  speaking  doll. 
Now,  guess  you  what  I  found  in  mine — 

I  found  a  great  big  hole. 


A  FISHER  OF  MEN. 

The  muckle  deil, 
Wi'  rod  and  reel, 

Gaed  oot  to  fish,  ae  day, 
In  the  water  o'  hfe, 
Whaur  sin  and  strife 

Made  men  an  easy  prey. 
He  baited  his  heuk 
Wi'  the  sacred  Beuk, 

But  deil  a  nibble  he  gat  ; 
Nor  catched  a  fin. 
Excepting  ane, 

A  wee  bit  worthless  sprat 
O'  a  greedy  gled, 
Wi'  back  weel  cled. 
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And  wame  weel  lined  and  crammed. 

"  'Tis  a  saunt,"  quo'  he, 

As  his  reel  played  flee, 
"  No,  a  sinner  again,  be  d , 

A  worthless  cheat 

O'  a  hypocrite. 
As  black  as  sin  itsel'  ; 

Wha's  canting  face 

Wad  bring  disgrace 
On  a  decent  place  like  H ." 

Upon  his  heel 

He  turned,  the  deil. 
Or  rayther  on  his  cloot ; 

He  wheeled  him  roun'. 

And  settled  doon 
Upon  an  auld  tree  root. 

Quo'  he,  "  I  think 

I'll  try  the  clink  ; 
It  ocht  to  tak'  the  crowd." 

Sae  he  slily  stuck 

Upon  his  heuk 
A  guinea  of  brichtest  gowd. 

At  the  very  first  throw 

The  deil  cried  "  Oh  ! 
A  shark,  as  shuir  as  fate  ; 

Jist  wait  a  bit, 

I'll  land  him  yet ; 
Ah — I've  lost  my  bait," 

He  suddenly  cried. 

When  lo  !  he  spied 
A  queer  fish  lukin'  up. 
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"  Gudeman,"  quo'  he, 

And  winked  his  e'e, 
"  You've  lost  the  taw  o'  your  whup." 

"  Oho,  my  freen. 

It's  you  that's  been 
And  played  me  sic  a  prank  ; 

But,  Homey  fair, 

I'll  nab  ye  there 
Afore  ye  reach  the  bank." 

Again  he  plied 

His  bait,  and  tried 
To  catch  the  theiving  loon. 

But,  never  mair. 

Saw  hilt  nor  hair 
O'  him  ayther  up  or  doon. 

"  It's  like,"  quo'  Nick, 

"  A  lawyer's  trick, 
They're  up  to  every  quirk  ; 

In  ilka  hole. 

And  corner  droll 
Unseen  they  prowl  and  lurk  ; 

Aye  ready  to  grab, 

Wi'  greedy  gab, 
At  the  bonnie  gowden  fee. 

But,  deil  may  care, 

He'll  never  mair. 
Come  Paddy  over  me. 

I'll  hover-a-bhnk. 

And  think,  and  think." 
Sae  lifting  up  his  cloot, 

He  clawed  his  croon 

By  bending  roun' 
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Like  onie  ither  brute. 

At  length,  quo'  he, 

Wi'  fiendish  glee, 
"  I'll  try  the  worm  a  spell." 

He  did — and  stuck, 

Upon  his  heuk, 
The  worm  o'  a  whisky  stell. 

He  threw  it  in. 

And,  very  sune, 
A  dizzen  he  had  o'  kills, 

Teetotallers  a', 

Baith  thin  and  sma', 
And  white  aboot  the  gills. 

The  sport  was  guid. 

The  water  in  tidd. 
And  fish  were  ocht  but  blate  ; 

Baith  big  and  wee. 

In  social  glee. 
Cam'  snowkin'  roun'  his  bait — 

The  young,  the  auld  ; 

The  blythe,  the  bauld  ; 
The  aged  and  infirm, 

A'  shed  their  scales, 

And  drank  hke  whales 
At  the  sign  o'  the  Devil's  worm. 

Till,  getting  fu', 

The  scaly  crew 
Threw  a'  reserve  aside  ; 

Then  tint  their  wuts, 

Turned  up  their  guts 
And  floated  wi'  the  tide  ; 

To  be  rakit  in. 

Ere  a'  was  dune. 


A  FISHER  OF  MEN.  147 


And  stowed  within  his  creel ; 

The  fate  o'  a', 

Baith  great  and  sma', 
Wha  trifle  wi'  the  Deil. 

At  last  he  thocht 

(As  Devils  ocht, 
At  orra  times,  to  think) 

Upon  his  sins, 

His  blackest  anes 
Connected  wi'  the  drink. 

"  Indeed,"  quo'  he, 

"  I'm  wae  to  see 
The  havoc  and  disgrace 

I've  brocht  aboot, 

Withoot  a  doot. 
Upon  the  human  race. 

I'll  gi'e  my  aith, 

I've  been  the  death 
O'  mair  than  tongue  can  tell 

Wi'  the  worm  alane 

I've  thoosan's  slain 
In  Scotland  here  itsel'. 

But  duty  I  fin' 

It  maun  be  dune 
By  deils  as  weel  as  men  ; 

Wha  kill  and  slay 

For  hire  and  pay — 
A  shining  a  day,  ye  ken." 

To  reckon  his  spoil. 
The  Devil  awhile 
Sat  doon  upon  a  stump  ; 
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When  as  big  a  fish 

As  ane  could  wish, 
Abune  the  water  played — plump. 

"  By  cloot,"  he  cries, 

"  Why  here's  a  prize, 
Twa  hunner  pun'  at  least  ; 

A  big  divine, 

I  ken  him  fine, 
A  Roman  Catholic  priest." 

He  tried  the  drink, 

The  gowden  chnk, 
A  Bible,  and  a  goon, 

0'  glossy  silk 

Or  satin,  whilk 
Had  cost  him  monie  a  croon. 

But  he  held  aloof, 

And  still  was  proof 
Against  a'  earthly  trash. 

"  At  last,"  quo'  Nick, 

"  I  ken  a  trick 
Will  settle  the  beggar's  hash." 

Sae  here  he  stuck 

Upon  his  heuk 
A  leddy,  fresh  and  fair  ; 

Wi'  flounce  and  frill, 

Gat  up  to  kill, 
And  slipped  her  in  wi'  care. 

He  waited  a  spell, 

When,  lo,  a  yell, 
A  skreigh  o'  wild  despair  ; 

And  the  leddy  fine. 

And  the  big  divine 
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Cam'  whizzing  thro'  the  air  ; 

They  landed  baith, 

As  wliite  as  death, 
Amang  the  nettles  rank 

And  blatter  bleds, 

That  growe  in  beds, 
Alang  the  water  bank. 

"  It's  noo  at  last 

I've  gat  him  fast. 
And  safe  within  my  grup  ; 

I'll  doon  the  gate 

Before  it's  late, 
Or  ere  the  mune  gets  up," 

Sae  up  he  sprung 

At  last,  and  swung 
His  creel  across  his  hip  ; 

And  owre  the  dam. 

The  road  he  cam'. 
And  doon  the  water  lip 

He  merrily  gaed. 

Then  turning,  said — 
"  A  leddy  was  jist  the  caird 

I  played  langsyne. 

When  I  hae  min', 
In  Eden's  bonnie  yaird." 


11 
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WEE  DAVIE  BARR. 

Simple,  kind  hearted,  and  modest  was  he, 

Truthfu'  and  honest,  as  honest's  coald  be  ; 

Gin  vices  he  had,  as  hkely  he  micht. 

They  were  hidden  awa'  in  his  breist  oot  o'  sicht. 

For  ane  ye'd  get  better,  it's  ten  ye'd  get  waur, 

In  the  toon  that  he  leeved  in,  than  wee  Davie  Barr. 

He  coorted  nae  favours,  but  wrocht  for  his  pey, 
And  leeved  oot  his  hfe  in  his  ain  kin'  o'  wey ; 
Heedless  o'  Fortune,  her  smile  or  her  froon. 
He  was  never  uphftet  nor  yet  cuisten  doon  ; 
At  hame  or  afield,  O,  it  maittered  nae  whar 
Ye  met  him,  he  aye  was  the  same  Davie  Barr. 

Sufficient  for  him  was  a  ruif  owre  his  held, 

Some  duddies  o'  claes,  and  plain  butter  and  breid  ; 

Your   tea   and  your  till'ts,    a'   your  snysters   o' 

paistry, 
He  never  wad  lip  them — considered  them  wastry. 
They  ruin  the  stomach  and  serve  but  to  mar 
The  future  o'  monie  a  wee  Davie  Barr. 

Davie  hket  a  smoke,  and  wad  far  rayther  hae 

A  bottle  o'  beer  than  a  kiss  onie  day. 

Gin  a  reason  he  had,  then  his  reason  was  this, 

That  he  never  could  slocken  his  drouth  wi'  a  kiss. 

Forbye  it  was  dearer,  ay,  dearer  by  far. 

Than  a  tumbler  o'  yill  to  oor  wee  Davie  Barr. 
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The  lasses  bizzed  roun'  him  hke  bees  roun'  a  skep, 
Ilk  ane  thocht  to  catch  him  by  settin'  her  kep. 
They  micht  jist  as  weel  hae  set  ben-box  and  a' — 
For  Davie,  wee  Da\ie,  they  never  could  draw. 
Tho'  he  never  got  mairriet,  he  micht  hae  dune  waur 
Than  made  some  ane  a  praisent  o'  wee  Davie  Barr. 

Disbelieved  in  the  weemen  ?    Weel,  no  a'thegither  : 
An  exception  he  made  in  the  case  o'  his  mither  ; 
He  trusted  in  her  and  was  never  deceived. 
3he  kept  liim  in  comfort  as  lang  as  she  leeved ; 
And  when  she  gaed  hence  to  the  mansions  afar, 
Sair,  sairly  he  missed  her,  did  wee  Davie  Barr. 

Noo  Davie  is  deid.    Auld  Death  took  his  knife 
And  cut  a  bit  hole  in  the  ballade  o'  Ufe 
That  the  buddy  was  singin'  to  you  and  to  me, 
Sae  saft  and  sae  lown  in  the  natural  key. 
It  is  needless  to  grieve,  for  alas  !    and  alack  ! 
Tho'  oor  hearts  cry  encore  he  will  never  come  back 
To  the  stage  o'  existence,  whar  honest  men  are 
Lamentin'  the  absence  o'  wee  Davie  Barr. 


THE  TWA  CATS. 

Twa  cats  sat  up  on  the  gairden  dyke. 
Sing  hey,  sing  ho,  my  bonnie  wee  dearie, 

As  canty,  as  couthie,  and  sib  as  ye  like  ; 

And  wow  but  the  worl'  was  bricht  and  cheery. 

Quo'  Tam,  "  You're  the  jewel,  the  hcht  o'  my  life, 
Sing  hey,  sing  ho,  my  bonnie  wee  poosie ; 

I'm  lanely  at  nichts,  and  I'm  wanting  a  wife ; 
It's  O  for  a  mate  and  a  denty  wee  hoosie. 
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"  Oh  come  to  my  bosie,  and  gi'e  me  a  kiss, 
Sing  hey,  sing  ho,  my  bonnie  wee  dawtie." 

"  Uncuddle,"  quo'  she,  "  and  gae  hame  oot  o'  this, 
Sing  hum,  sing  ha,  noo  dinna  be  naughty. 

"  Your  big  muckle  whiskers,  they  tickle  my  mou'. 
Sing  hum,  sing  ha,  wi'  a  luk  melancholy. 

I'm  nayther  your  dawtie  nor  croodlin  doo. 

It's  O  for  the  shame  o't,  the  sin,  and  the  folly." 

He  sidled  awa',  then  he  clum  up  a  tree. 
With  a  fig  for  the  sex,  and  especially  Katey. 

"  She  may  gang  to  the  dugs  or  the  tanner  for  me  ; 
I'U  sune  get  anither,  a  kindlier  matey." 

Puir  Katey  grew  eerie  wi'  sittin'  her  lane  ; 

"  Sing  hey,  sing  ho,  O  come  to  your  dawtie, 
And  tickle  her  mou'  wi'  your  whiskers  again. 

For  she  hkes  ye  the  best  when  you're  wicked  and 
naughty." 

He  jumped  on  the  dyke,  and  he  fell  on  his  feet ; 

Sing  hey,  sing  ho,  for  the  purrin'  and  wooin'. 
The  noise  o'  their  coortin'  was  heard  on  the  street; 

It's  O  and  alack  to  their  utter  undoin'. 

They  met  in  a  lang  and  a  luvin'  embrace. 
Sing  hey,  sing  ho,  my  bonnie  wee  dearie. 

When  a  brick,  frae  a  window,  cam'  fleein'  thro' 
space  ; 
And  wow  but  the  worl'  was  dark  and  dreary. 


THE  REVENGE.  153 


The  coort  made  inquiry,  and  witnesses  swore  ; 

Alack  for  the  verdict  on  whilk  they  decided. 
Like  neebors  and  freens,  wha  are  leevin'  next  door, 

By  a  single  brick  only  the  twa  were  divided. 


THE  REVENGE. 

Tarn  Todd,  the  farmer  o'  Breckanbrae, 

Bred  muckle  care  and  strife, 
When  he  clawed  the  croon  o'  Betsy  Broon, 

His  faithfu',  lovin'  wife. 

For  far  and  near,  her  neebors  dear, 

Frae  cleugh  and  clachan  cam'. 
To  air  their  lungs,  and  len'  their  tongues 

To  fiyte  for  Mistress  Tam. 

There  was  lang  tongaed  Meg,  frae  Ailsa  Craig- 

A  douchty  dame  was  she, 
Wha  had  f]ytt  her  lord  oot  hoose  and  ha', 

And  vanquished  lawyers  three  ; 

And  fiytin'  Jean,  frae  'yont  Culzean, 
Wha's  tongue,  and  gruesome  luks, 

Wad  fricht  the  Frainch,  or  put  to  fiicht 
A  canvasser  o'  beuks. 

There  was  big-mou'd  Bet,  frae  Windy-yett — 

She  o'  the  waukit  tongue, 
Wha's  scaulin'  deeds,  in  guid  lang  screeds, 

The  auncient  poets  sung  ; 
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And  bletherin'  Bab,  wi'  the  clatterin'  gab, 

Wha  hailed  frae  Shddery-slap  ; 
And  Kirsty  Maclung,  \vi'  the  leather  lungs, 

And  a  mou'  hke  a  ratton  trap. 

There  was  Grizzle  M'Caw,  wi'  the  sweevel  jaw, 

Of  wham  tradition  said, 
"  She  could  skirl  and  squeal  hke  the  very  deil. 

And  spit  fire  like  a  taed  ;" 

And  haverin'  Bell,  and  claverin'  Nell ; 

Black  Bess,  and  monie  mae. 
Some  five-and-twenty  tongues,  a'  told. 

Were  pantin'  for  the  fray. 

They  ta'en  to  horse,  and  thro'  the  gorse, 

And  owre  yon  grassy  lea. 
They  merrily  rade — their  trusty  guide. 

The  dauntless  Meg  M'Phee. 

Until,  at  noon,  they  sat  them  doon. 

By  Tammie's  front  door  mat  ; 
Whar,  owre  a  claut  o'  hame-brewed  maut, 

Their  rusty  tongues  they  whatt. 

Bauld  Tammie,  frae  his  garret  hie, 

Luk'd  doon  upon  the  thrang  ; 
He  winked  his  e'e,  and  then  he  gied 

His  muckle  nose  a  spang. 

He  speir'd  them  gin  their  mammys  kenn'd 

That  they  were  rinnin'  loose  : 
Wha  cut  their  hair  sae  short,  and  bare  ; 

Or  had  they  seen  a  moose. 
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It's  up  and  spak'  bauld  Meg  M'Phee-— 

And  an  angry  dame  was  she, 
"  It's  O  that  I  had  ten  thoosan'  tongues, 

And  ilk  ane  waggin'  free, 

"  That  I  micht  scaul  vvi'  them  a',  at  ance. 

And  oot  my  venom  spue, 
On  that  muckle  drucken,  saul-provokin', 

Menseless,  senseless  soo  ; 

"  That  muckle  brock,  o'  a  worthless  stock  , 

That  Judas  o'  the  breed, 
That  daurs  to  hft,  'mang  dacent  folk, 

His  empty  timmer  heid. 

"  Gae  oot  my  sicht,  ye  human  fricht," 

She  skirled  in  looder  key  ; 
Then,  wi'  an  aith,  she  sunk  her  teeth, 

Twa  inches  in  a  tree. 

Then  fly  tin'  Jean,  wi'  wulcat  een. 

And  lood  hysteric  lauch. 
Flew  to  the  chairge,  like  onie  tairge. 

And  rak'd  him  fore  and  aft. 

"  Come  doon,"  quo'  she,  "  come  doon  to  me. 

And  show  that  creeshie  face. 
Ye  reekin'  red-het  sinner  o' 

A  Guid-forgotten  race. 

"  Come  doon  the  stair,  and  no  staun'  there. 
And  gloom,  and  glunch,  and  glumph  ; 

Ye  silly,  wabbit,  shauchle  gabbit, 
Saulless  muckle  sumph. 
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"  Come  doon,  or,  feth,  I'll  be  your  death  ; 

I'll  cleave  ye  to  the  teeth. 
Ye  toozie,  loozie,  snuffie,  boozie. 

Hang-dug  lukin'  thief." 

Her  voice  grew  hearse,  her  tongue  could  scarce 

Play  wallop  in  her  mooth. 
Then  big-mou'd  Bet  cried,  "  Oot  the  gate, 

Staun'  back  and  gi'e  me  skooth. 

"  That  I  may  curse,  before  I  burst, 

And  ease  my  heevin'  breist, 
On  this  muckle  fozzie,  easie-ozzie, 

Graceless  human  beast. 

"  That  ocht  to  swing,  in  hempen  string, 

For  deeds  we  daurna  name  ; 
Or  hide,  in  dirty,  aidle  hole. 

His  muckle  held  for  shame. 

"  It  gars  me  grue  to  luk  upon 

That  muckle,  ugly  face  ; 
That  cuddy-luggit,  monkey-muggit 

Libel  on  the  race. 

"  O  jist  gi'e  me  my  wull  o'  him, 

And,  if  I  dinna  kaim 
That  held  o'  his,  and  claw  his  phizz. 

Bet  Tamson's  no  my  name." 

Then  haverin'  Bell,  and  claverin'  Nell ; 

Black  Bess,  and  a'  the  lave, 
Wi'  skreigh  and  skirl,  join  in  the  quarrel, 

And  like  wud  deils  behave. 
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They  flytt  fu'  lang,  they  flytt  fu'  lood  ; 

And  O,  but  they  flytt  sair  ; 
They  scaur'd  him  oot  the  \vuts  he  had. 

And  he  fled  hke  a  frichtit  hare. 

Owre  hill  and  dale  they  followed  his  trail. 

Ne'er  laggin'  far  behin'  ; 
Till,  brocht  to  bay,  on  the  Drawkill-brae, 

He  lap  oot  owre  a  hnn. 

And  noo,  when  years  ha'e  come  and  gane. 
Their  yaummerin',  chaummerin'  din, 

May  still  be  heard  by  travellers  lane, 
In  the  eerie  sugh  o'  the  win'. 


GENERALSHIP. 

"  My  heid  this  mornin's  Uke  to  split. 

My  mooth's  in  sic  a  mess, 
I  could  drink  the  ocean  dry,  and  yet 

There's  naething  in  the  press. 

"  For  onie  favour,  Jen,  my  lass, 

Gae  oot  for  half  o'  gill. 
Hae  !  there's  a  saxpence,  heeste  ye  fast. 

And  bring  a  pint  o'  yill." 

"  'Deed  an'  I'm  gaun  nae  sic  gate, 

Sae  dinna  ye  begin 
To  put  yoursel'  into  a  state. 

Ye '11  only  waste  your  win'. 
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"  I  won'er  that  ye  don't  think  shame. 

Ye  drucken-lukin'  sicht, 
After  being  cleekit  hame 

Yestreen  in  sic  a  plicht. 

"  D'ye  see  your  jaicket  rou'd  in  glaur, 
Your  breeks  no  muckle  better, 

Your  bonnet  and  your  buits  are  waur, 
Baith  seepin'  fu'  o'  water." 

"  'Deed  ay,  they're  bad  eneuch,  I  see. 
But,  guidsake  !  shut  your  mooth. 

Ye  wadna  be  sae  sair  on  me 
Did  ye  but  ken  the  truth. 

"  The  fact  is  this — we  had  yestreen 

A  deevil  o'  a  wap  : 
Big  Sannie  Sim  and  Wull  M' Queen 

Were  baith  upon  my  tap. 

"  Yon  muckle  sumph,  big  Sannie  Sim, 

He'd  kick  me  wi'  his  feet  ! 
By  heavens  !   I'll  knock  the  sowl  oot  him 

The  first  time  that  we  meet. 

"  'Twas  he  that  was  the  cause  o'  a' 

The  bickerin'  and  strife, 
By  startin'  first  to  bounce  and  blaw 

Aboot  his  tidy  wife. 

"  I  quately  let  him  ha'e  his  say. 

Then  seein'  nae  ane  spoke, 
Quo'  I,  '  She's  jist  hke  Jean  Macrae, 

And  that's  like  ither  folk. 
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"  '  I'll  bate  a  gill,  I've  ane  at  hame, 

My  ain  wee  Janet  Black, 
For  tidiness,  or  ocht  ye'll  name, 

Could  lick  her  owre  the  back.' 

"  He  run  ye  doon,  I  held  ye  up 

As  clean,  and  whit  is  mair, 
I  vowed  that  he  himsel'  could  sup 

His  parritch  aff  your  flair." 

"  Losh  Robin,  man,  ye  shouldna  craw 

Owre  sic-like  cuifs  o'  men, 
Wha  never  kent  the  blessings  o' 

A  tidy,  clean  fire-en'. 

"  The  Sims  !     Gude  save  us,  whit  are  they, 

Or  onie  o'  the  clan  ? 
Dirty  harls  a'  their  days, 

Baith  her  and  muckle  San. 

"  The  airs  o'  yon  wee  pridefu'  witch, 

Ye'd  think  the  toon  belangs 
To  her.     My  word  !  I  wadna  titch 

Her,  even  wi'  the  tangs. 

"  But  after  a'  is  dune  and  said, 

I  think  ye'll  best  lie  doon 
For  twa-three  meenints  in  your  bed, 

Till  I  get  on  my  goon. 

"  I'll  slip  the  plyde  aboot  my  held. 

And  jist  rin  doon  the  street 
To  "  Morton's  "  there  for  whit  ye  need  ; 

Is't  bitter  yill,  or  sweet  ?" 
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"  O  sweet,  of  coorse,  as  sweet's  yoursel', 

My  ain  wee  peenie  rose." 
"  Behave  yoursel'  noo,  Rab  Da'yell. 

D'ye  hear  !  see,  quat  your  kyows. 

"  Ye'll  tear  my  mutch.     O  sirse  the  day  ! 

I  jist  could  warm  your  jaw. 
Haud  aff  me,  Rab,  and  let  me  gae  ; 

Guid  mornin',  I'm  awa'." 

"  Then  heeste  ye,  dinna  taigle,  Jen, 

I'm  a'  on  nettles.     See, 
It's  twenty  meenints  efter  ten  ; 

Let's  see  hoo  quick  ye'll  be." 


THE  STREET  WAIF. 

He  never  knew  the  joys  of  home  ; 

A  mother's  tender  care  ; 
At  night  he  wandered  thro'  the  street, 

Or  slept  upon  a  stair. 

No  kind  or  lo\ing  words  were  his, 
To  cheer  him  thro'  the  strife  ; 

But  kicks  and  cuffs,  an  everyday 
Occurrence  of  his  hfe. 

Up  and  down,  the  whole  day  long, 
He  dragged  his  weary  feet, 

A-searching  for  a  crust  among 
The  ashes  on  the  street. 
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The  busy,  heartless  passers-by 

Would  on  and  on^vards  press  ; 
They  seemed  to  close  their  ears  against 

His  wild  wail  of  distress. 

Till  one,  more  kindly  than  the  rest, 

Compassion  on  him  took. 
And  bore  him  to  her  cottage  home 

Beside  a  babbling  brook. 

With  loving  care  she  tended  him 

Beside  her  humble  hearth  ; 
But,  O,  alas  !  her  cares  were  vain ; 

His  time  was  short  on  earth. 

His  eyes  grew  dim,  his  matted  head 

Fell  heavy  on  his  breast  ; 
His  labouring  breath  gave  token  that 

He  soon  would  be  at  rest. 

Reader,  withhold  your  briny  tears, 

He  is  not  suffering  now  ; 
His  eyes  are  fixed,  his  form  is  still. 

And  hushed  his  bow-wow-wow. 
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CONVALESCING. 

I  am  here  in  the  flesh,  at  "  The  Loans  ;" 
Or  rather,  I'm  here  in  the  bones  ; 

Thro'  the  flesh  I  have  shed, 

I  am  partially  dead, 
To  th'  extent  of  some  three  or  four  stones, 

At  "  The  Loans," 
I've  departed  some  three  or  four  stones. 

My  landlady  makes  it  her  boast 
She  will  yet  resurrect  what  is  lost ; 

Will  raise  what  is  shrunk 

Of  my  being,  defunct, 
With  chicken  and  fish,  tea  and  toast. 

At  my  cost. 
She  will  yet  resurrect  what  is  lost. 

I'm  so  meagre,  so  spare,  and  so  thin. 
Just  a  structure  of  bones,  with  a  skin, 

As  tough  as  old  leather. 

To  hold  me  together. 
Till  the  widening  process  begins 

In  my  skin  ; 
Till  th'  upholstery  work  shall  begin. 

When  old  Mother  Hubbard,  in  glee, 
Went  forth  with  her  skeleton  key, 

To  open  the  door. 

And  her  cupboard  explore, 
Why  !  she  may  have  been  looking  for  me. 

D'ye  see  ? 
She  must  have  been  looking  for  me. 
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For  a  month  at  a  time  I  was  fed 
On  visions  of  butter  and  bread, 

On  promises  fair, 

On  sterilised  air, 
And  fricaseed  fog,  I  was  fed, 

In  my  bed  ; 
'Twas  a  great  and  glorious  spread. 

No  matter  how  often  I'd  try. 

On  my  stomach  there's  nothing  would  lie, 

Save  a  warm  water  bag, 

Or  an  old  linen  rag, 
With  a  poultice  of  mustard,  or  rye  ; 

By  the  by, 
I  thought  I  was  going  to  die. 

But,  slowly,  I  rose  in  my  might. 
Put  Death  and  the  doctors  to  flight  ; 

Then  recovered  at  length 

That  part  of  my  strength 
They  had  wrested  from  me  in  the  fight ; 

In  my  might 
I  certainly  put  them  to  flight. 

They  tackled  my  numerous  ills 
With  morphine  and  opium  pills  ; 

They  hungered  and  starved  me, 

They  cut  and  they  carved  me 
With  lances  as  long  as  their  bills  ; 

I'd  the  chiUs 
When  I  looked  at  the  length  of  their  bills. 
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They  physicked  me  till  I  grew  worse  ; 
They  bled  me  in  body  and  purse, 

Till  both  got  so  thin 

I  was  forced  to  bring  in 
My  banker,  as  well  as  a  nurse, 

To  disburse, 
And  replenish  my  body  and  purse. 

I  often  awoke  in  distress 

With  a  head  not  a  brilhant  success  ; 

With  a  tliirst  of  the  stamp 

That  a  loafer  or  tramp 
Would  barter  his  soul  to  possess- 
Nothing  less  : 
Would  give  up  his  soul  to  possess. 

Now,  to  live  and  let  Hve  is  my  creed  ; 
I'm  averse  to  a  dastardly  deed, 

Yet  I  mean  to  prescribe, 

For  the  medical  tribe, 
Some  powders  and  pills  made  of  lead  ; 

In  their  need, 
I'll  prescribe  for  them  powder  and  lead. 


BURNS'S  ANNIVERSARY. 

The  ither  nicht,  wi'  monie  mae, 
The  wise,  the  thochtless,  and  the  gay, 
On  pleeshur  bent  I  taen  my  way 
To  Burns's  anniversary. 
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It  raiUy  was  a  gran'  affair, 
"Gat  up  wi'  muckle  thocht  and  care. 
A  lord  (nae  less)  was  in  the  chair, 
A  sprig  o'  true  nobility. 

Wi'  muckle  skirlin'  noise  and  din 
Twa  pipers  played  the  haggis  in  ; 
Whilk  some  folk  thocht  a  waste  o'  win', 
A  loss  o'  human  energy. 

"  Fair  fa'  his  honest  sonsie  face  " — 
His  raiverence  rase  and  said  the  grace. 
Belyve,  the  pressure  on  our  space 
Made  buttons  a  necessity. 

The  feastin'  dune — the  last  ane  fed, 
The  crumbs  swept  up,  the  table  redd, 
John  Barleycorn's  heart's  bluid  was  shed, 
And  toasts  gaed  roun'  repeatedly. 

First  oor  chairman,  gless  in  haun'. 
Said,  "  Gentlemen,  the  toast  I'm  gaun 
To  gi'e  ye's  him  wha  rules  the  Ian', 
'  The  King,  his  gracious  Majesty.' 

The  loyal  toast  we  drank  wi'  him, 
Frae  glesses  oniething  but  tume, 
Fu'  and  reamin'  to  the  brim, 
To  show  oor  luve  and  loyalty. 

We  hip  hoorayed,  and  vowed  that  he 
"  Was  jolly,  as  he  weel  could  be, 
The  richt  guid  sort  sae  frank  and  free  ;  " 
Whilk  nane  could  quastion  seriously. 
12 


i66  HUMOROUS  VERSE. 


Then  a'  wha  could,  and  couldna  sing, 
Ca'd  on  God  "  to  save  the  King."  , 

As  the  devil  could  dae  nae  sic  thing. 
Saved  he  was  accordingly. 

Again  oor  freen,  vvi'  modest  air, 
Requested  us  to  drink  ance  mair 
To  Carrick's  lord  and  leddy  fair, 
"  The  Queen  and  Royal  Faimily." 

Lest  oor  loyalty  should  tyne 
We  gat  upon  oor  feet.     And  syne 
Somebody  gat  up  on  mine, 

I  cursed  and  swore  him  inwardly. 

Again  we  cheered  until  the  wa's 
Re-echoed  to  oor  lood  huzzas. 
Till  roopit  and  as  hairse  as  craws 
That  dwall  in  yonder  colony. 

The  younger  o'  oor  twa  croupiers 
Next  dinned  and  drummed  intae  oor  ears 
"  The  Airmy,  Navy,  and  Volunteers," 
In  a  short  but  pithy  homily. 

A  sang  was  sung.    ,  'Twas  ane  we  maunna 
Creeticise,  because  we  canna. 
There's  "  Scots  wha  hae  "  and  Scots  wha  haena 
The  creetical  ability. 

Withoot  the  least  bit  show  or  side 
Oor  only  kurnel  then  replied 
To  the  speech,  whar  in  was  verified 
Oor  fechtin'  men's  efficiency. 
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When  "  Afton  Water  "  had  for  good 
Been  tauld  to  gUde  as  quate's  it  could, 
His  lordship,  lakin'  ocht  but  prood, 
Proposed  "  The  Immortal  Memory." 

In  whilk  he  said,  "  Within  the  kirk 
Oor  poet  had  dune  usefu'  work, 
By  lichtin'  up  the  gloom  and  mirk 
That  hid  the  rank  hypocrisy. 

*'  There's  Holy  WuIHes  yet  (nae  doot) 
In  ilka  pairish  gaun  aboot. 
New  poets  hae  their  wark  cut  oot 
To  keep  them  frae  iniquity. 

"  Had  Burns,"  quo'  he,  "a  schulein'  gat. 
He  micht  in  Parlyment  hae  sat ; 
Or,  aibUns,  been  a  short  and  squat 
Financier  wi'  a  history. 

"  But,  luckily,  he  missed  whit  wad, 
I  fear,  hae  dune  him  Httle  guid. 
The  blackbird  and  the  mavis  did 
Far  mair  for  him  than  dominies. 

"  Then  here's  to  him  we  a'  regaird 
As  Mither  Nature's  favourite  ward  : 
'  The  memory  o'  Coila's  bard, 
The  floo'r  o'  Scottish  minstrelsy.'  " 

The  choir,  conductor,  rank  and  file, 

Then  tauld  us  in  their  sweetest  style 

That  Robin  Burns  was  born  in  Kyle 

On  the  twenty-fifth  o'  Janu'ry. 


•i 
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Oor  croupier  next,  a  man  o'  note, 
Proposed  the  toast  o'  "  Watty  Scott," 
The  memory  o'  him  wha  wrote 
The  famous  novels,  "  Waverley." 

We  voted  him  a  man  o'  worth, 
This  "  great  Magician  o'  the  North  ;  " 
As  nae  amendment  was  brocht  forth 
'Twas  passed  wi'  some  authority, 

Anither  sang,  "  Gae  bring  to  me 
A  pint  o'  wine."     The  waiter  he, 
Wi'  jist  a  wee  drap  in  his  e'e, 
Responded  wi'  alacrity. 

Ither  toasts  that  gaed  the  roun' 
Were  "  Kindred  Clubs  "  and  "  Killie  Toon," 
Famed  for  parritch,  claes,  and  shoon. 
For  whusky,  kirks,  and  poetry. 

"  His  lordship's  health,"  tho'  seemin'  good, 
Was  gi'en  in  sober,  serious  mood  ; 
To  mak'  him  as  robust's  we  could 
We  hurt  oor  ain  materially. 

We  raised  oor  glesses  up  on  hie. 
And  gart  the  wine  and  whusky  flee  ; 
The  toast  was  drunk,  and  sae  were  we, 

lid 

Some  o'  us  especially. 

At  last  his  lordship  gied  the  sign 
To  get  upon  oor  feet  and  join 
The  choir  in  singin'  "  Auld  lang  syne," 
That  pairted  glorious  company. 
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THE  MINSTREL. 

Beneath  a  blasted,  hollow  tree, 

One  eve,  at  set  of  sun, 
There  sat  the  last  of  all  his  race. 

The  hapless  bard,  M'Phun. 

As  his  trembUng  fingers  touched 
His  time-worn,  honoured  lyre, 

His  face  assumed  an  eager  look, 
His  eye  Ut  up  with  fire. 

He  sang  the  songs  of  bygone  years— 

The  songs  of  long  ago, 
When  whisky  was  a  decent  price, 

And  rent  of  lodgings  low. 

He  sang  of  battles  fierce  and  wild. 

In  alley,  and  on  stair  ; 
Of  Amazons,  who  fought  and  fell. 

And  tore  each  other's  hair. 

He  sang  the  songs  of  love,  and  how 

No  family  should  be 
Without  at  least  a  specimen 

Of  femininity. 

When  lo  !  his  landlady  appeared 
With  cudgel  stoat  and  long  : 

She  hit  him  on  the  head — and  then 
He  sang  another  song. 
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BIRTHDAY  REJOICINGS. 

From  the  old  castle  turrets, 
O'ertopping  the  trees. 

Gay  pennons  are  streaming 
Aloft  in  the  breeze. 

The  woods  are  resounding 
With  laughter  and  song  , 

And  Music's  soft  cadence 
Comes  floating  along. 

On  the  wings  of  the  morning 

It  rises  and  swells, 
'Midst  the  belching  of  cannon. 

And  clangour  of  bells. 

It  is  night.  The  hghts 
Are  ablaze  in  the  hall  ; 

The  ladies  and  knights 
Are  assembling  all. 

The  gong  has  resounded  ; 

The  feast  has  begun — 
The  great  birthday  feast 

Of  the  Baron  MThun. 

The  massive  oak  table 

Is  groaning  beneath 
Huge  haunches  of  venison, 

Mutton,  and  beef  : 
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Grouse,  saJmon,  and  turtle  ; 

Veal,  rabbit,  and  quail ; 
And  large,  foaming  flagons 

Of  berry-brown  ale. 

The  steam  from  the  viands 

Is  rising  in  clouds, 
And  wreathing  the  guests 

In  its  thin,  misty  shrouds. 

There  is  rattling  of  cutlery. 

Clattering  of  ware  ; 
And  smacking  of  chops 

O'er  the  succulent  fare. 

There  are  beards  and  moustachios 

All  dripping  with  grease  ; 
And  cries  of  "  A  httle 

More  seasoning,  please  !" 

There  is  stretching  of  arms  ; 

There  is  bending  of  backs  ; 
And  loos'ning  of  waistbands 

For  fresher  attacks. 

Till  Time,  with  an  appetite 

Greater  than  thz;y. 
Steps  in.     Then,  alas  ! 

There's  an  end  to  the  fray. 

Now  the  Baron  got  up, 

And  surveying  the  crowd, 
In  the  voice  of  a  stentor, 

Thundered  aloud, 
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"  What  ho  !   my  brave  vassals. 

Bring  quickly,  I  say, 
Your  choicest  old  Sack 

And  Canary.     Away  !" 

Then,  quick  to  the  summons 

A  lady  appears — 
A  once  cornel}^  lady. 

Grown  wrinkled  wth  years, 

Crying,  "  There's  your  old  sack,  sir  ; 

But,  by  the  Long  Harry, 
The  rat's  made  a  meal 

O'  your  choicest  canary  .'" 


THE  PEACE  CONFERENCE. 

At  the  Hague,  in  yon  palace  of  peace. 
Which  they  hold  on  perennial  lease. 

The  nations  have  met 

To  forgive  and  forget, 
Determined  that  warfare  shall  cease, 

And  increase 
Of  defences  and  armaments  cease. 

There  were  Spaniards,  Italians,  and  Franks, 
Japs,  Russians,  Germans,  and  Yanks, 

Britons,  Dutch,  and  Chinese, 

With  a  few  Portuguese  ; 
And  some  who  were  reckoned  as  cranks 

In  their  ranks — 
Who  were  reckoned  as  faddists  or  cranks. 


THE  PEACE  CONFERENCE.  173 

The  meeting  was  opened  with  prayer 
By  a  reverend  resident  there, 

Who  hoped  that  a  blessing 

Woiild  rest  on  their  mission. 
That  each  one  his  heart  would  lay  bare. 

Then  and  there — 
Would  his  innermost  feelings  lay  bare. 

Said  the  President,  stating  the  case 
For  his  master,  the  Czar,  and  his  race, 

"  It  is  well  understood 

By  the  wise  and  the  good, 
That  war  is  a  shame  and  disgrace 

To  the  race — 
A  world  wide  shame  and  disgrace. 

"  We  have  met  here  to  try  and  devise, 
As  far  as  in  mortal  man  lies. 

Some  means — say  a  sort 

Of  a  peimanent  court — 
That  will  settle  disputes  as  they  rise. 

To  devise 
Some  method  when  troubles  arise. 

"  There's  a  notion  as  it  would  appear. 
That  each  representative  here 

Should  give  notice  when  ships 

Are  laid  down  on  the  slips — 
With  the  money  that's  spent  every  year, 

Far  and  near ; 
That  is  wasted  and  spent  every  year." 
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Then  Fritz,  getting  up  on  his  feet, 
Said,  "  I  think  it's  becoming  and  meet, 

That  befoip  we  agree 

To  this  motion,  sir,  we 
Must  all  have  a  uniform  fleet — 

I  repeat. 
We  must  all  have  a  decent  sized  fleet." 

Said  the  Englishman,  "  Men  of  the  Hague, 

His  argument's  artfully  vague  ; 
And  I  humbly  insist 
That  he  hides  the  mailed  fist, 

Or  he'll  bring  on  a  fever  and  plague 
At  the  Hague — 

A  horrid  war  fever  and  plague." 

Quoth  Jonathan,  "  Now,  1  suppose. 
We  are  met  here  as  friends,  not  as  foes  , 

So  sit  down,  Mr.  Bull, 

Sit  down,  3/0U  old  fool, 
Or  I'll  hit  you  a  thump  on  the  nose — 

Here  goes  ;" 
So  he  hit  liim  a  welt  on  the  nose. 


Then  up  in  his  might  got  the  Jap ; 
Hit  the  Yank  on  the  jaw  such  a  rap 

That  he  staggered  and  fell 

In  a  corner  ;  ah,  well. 
His  friends  utilised  him  as  scrap, 

Poor  chap — 
He  was  fitted  for  nothing  but  scrap. 
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Proceedings  were  now  getting  hot, 
Fritz  had  the  Jap  by  the  throat, 

While  the  heathen  Chinee 

And  the  mild  Portuguee 
Held  on  to  the  tail  of  each  coat 

As  they  fought — 
Held  fast  to  the  tail  of  each  coat. 

Said  Nature  to  Mars,  with  a  wink, 

"  I  am  stronger  than  most  of  them  think  ; 

In  spite  of  their  schools. 

They  knov\'  not  my  rales, 
The  fools  only  think  that  they  think  ; 

And  they'll  wink 
As  if  they  could  honestly  think." 
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Come  into  the  garden,  love, 
Where  flowers  sweetly  bloom. 

We'll  fe?st  our  little  noses 
On  the  roses'  sweet  perfume. 

We'll  hunt  the  little  busy  bee. 

And  track  him  to  his  lair  ; 
Then  wrest  from  him  his  luscious  spoils 

That  we  may  nobly  fare. 

We'll  watch  the  httle  butterfly, 

So  joyous  and  free. 
As  it  dances  in  the  simshine. 

To  the  music  of  the  bee. 
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We'll  lightly  laugh,  and  gaily  quaff 
The  wine  of  loving  words  ; 

And  drink  the  liquid  melody 
Decanted  by  the  birds. 

Then  come  into  the  garden,  do, 
My  dearest  Polly  Skinner. 

We'll  cull  a  httle  cabbage  stock. 
And  boil  it  for  our  dinner. 


BORDER  BALLAD. 

May  Morton  sat  the  dyke  upon, 

And  luk'd  to  see  what  she  could  see  ; 

At  length  she  spied  her  true  love  John 
Come  riding  owre  yon  lily  lea. 

His  steed  was  o'  the  pohshed  steel, 
Weel  shod  wi'  rubber  frae  the  tree  ; 

For  metal  and  for  speed  as  weel, 
A  better  steed  ye  wadna  see. 

His  hat  was  o'  the  pletted  straw. 
His  knickers  o'  the  tweed  sae  fine  ; 

Whyle  frae  a  waistcoat  white  as  snaw 
Hung  monie  a  gowd  and  siller  coin. 

She's  ta'en  him  by  the  milk-white  haun'. 
And  helped  him  down  sae  frank  and  free, 

Quo'  she,  "  Come  kiss  me  whaur  I  staun'. 
Or  underneath  yon  spreading  tree." 
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He  hadna  kissed  her  hinny  mou' 

Ae  single  kiss,  but  barely  twae, 
When  swith  !  her  brithers,  full  in  view, 

Cam'  scorchin',  madly,  doon  the  brae. 

"  O  haste  ye,  haste  ye,  Johnnie  dear, 
To  wheel  and  pedal,  turn  and  flee  ; 

For  should  my  brithers  meet  ye  here 
Your  bluid  will  pey  the  penalty." 

He's  luppen  on  his  roadster  guid. 

The  leddy  May's  lup  on  behin'  ; 
And  owre  the  hill,  and  thro'  the  wud, 

They  flee  hke  stour  before  the  win'. 

O  they  rade  on,  and  on  they  rade 
By  clachan,  cottage,  dub,  and  mire  ; 

But  O,  alack,  for  man  and  maid. 
His  trusty  steed  it  burst  a  tyre. 

True  Johnnie  he  has  lichted  doon. 

Alack,  and  that  richt  speedily  ; 
But  whether  on  his  heels  or  croon, 

I  couldna  sweir — nae  mair  could  he. 

His  mou'  was  fu'  o'  stour  and  dirt, 
His  nose  was  like  the  wine  sae  red, 

His  waistcoat  and  his  braw  white  sliirt 
Were  a'  befyled,  and  wat  wi'  bluid. 

The  leddy,  licht  as  onie  bird. 

She  landed,  free  o'  broken  banes. 
Upon  the  saft  green  mossy  sward, 

Behint  a  muckle  bing  o'  stanes. 
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It's  up  she  sprachled  to  her  knees, 
And  crawled  to  whaur  her  lover  lay 

In  yon  dyke  sheugh,  beneath  the  trees, 
A'  bruised  and  bluidy,  black  and  blae. 

She  held  him  in  her  airms  and  cried, 
"  My  ain  true  love,  O  speak  to  me," 

But  ne'er  a  word  her  love  replied, 
A  bruised  and  bluidy  corse  luk'd  he. 

She  sabbed  and  grat,  she  tore  her  hair, 
She  raved  and  waunert  in  her  talk  ; 

And  cried  alood  in  wud  despair, 

"  My  bonie  lad's  as  deid's  a  mauk." 

It's  up  and  cam'  her  brither  Wull, 
And  hchted  doon  sae  cannily  ; 

Quo'  he,  "  There's  been  an  unco  spill ; 
A  fell  and  fearsome  tragedy." 

It's  up  and  cam'  her  brither  Hugh, 
And,  lootin'  doon  upon  his  knee, 

His  flask  he  held  to  Johnnie's  mou'. 
But  ne'er  a  sign  of  life  made  he. 

They've  streekit  oot  his  limbs  sae  fair. 
And  washed  awa '  the  bluid  and  dirt 

Frae  every  cut  and  every  sair  ; 
Frae  every  bruise  and  every  hurt. 

And  they  hae  twined  the  willow  waun', 
Wi'  brainches  frae  the  birken  tree, 

Wi'  mickle  craft  and  skill  o'  haun'. 
And  laid  him  on't  sae  tenderly. 
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They  hadna  carried  him  a  mile, 

A  mile,  or  twa,  or  maybe  mair, 
Oot  thro'  yon  moss,  and  owre  the  stile, 

Until  their  airms  gat  stiff  and  sair. 

They  laid  him  doon  among  the  gorse 

To  ease  their  shanks  and  draw  their  breath. 

When  up  and  spak'  the  bluidy  corse, 

"O  whaur's  my  gloves  ?  I've  lost  them  baith; 

"  And  O,  I  fear,  my  hat  o'  straw. 
The  hat,  my  true  love  gied  to  me, 

Wi'  silken  ban'  sae  bien  and  braw. 
Is  ruined — dune  for  dacency. 

"  It's  wha  will  wash  my  waistcoat  white. 

It's  wha  will  scour  my  knickers  fine. 
And  lay  them  oot  upon  the  dyke, 

Or  hing  them  up  upon  the  hne." 

It's  up  and  spak'  the  leddy  May. 

"  It's  I  will  wash  your  waistcoat  fine. 
And  scour  your  breeks  on  washing  day. 

Gin  yell  be  loving  man  o'  mine. 

"  And  never,  never  be  unkind, 

But  lo'e  me  till  the  day  I  dee." 
"  Na,  na,"  quo'  he,  "  I'm  no  inclined 

For  mairried  Hfe's  felicity." 

"  It's  willy-nilly,  ye  maun  gang 

Wi'  me  before  a  priest,"  quo'  she, 
"  Or,  by  the  heavens,  ye'll  rue  the  wrang — 

The  wrang  that  ye  hae  dune  to  me." 
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Puir  Johnnie,  tremblin'  took  her  haun', 
And  stammered  oot,  "  My  dearest  May, 

I'm  yours  for  ever  to  comman', 
To  honour,  love  ye,  and  obey. 

"  Gae  bring  to  me  my  tyreless  steed, 
Gae  saddle  me  my  bonnie  bike, 

We'll  tae  the  toun,  wi'  utmost  speed, 
And  mairried  get  as  sune's  ye  like." 

They've  ta'en  him  to  the  neaiest  town. 
And  mairried  him  withoot  delay  ; 

The  bells  rang  oot  a  merry  tune. 
And  wow  but  there  was  great  adae. 

And  noo  sin'  they  are  man  and  wife. 
And  riding  tandem  thro'  the  mire. 

We  hope  the  cruel  thorns  o'  life 

Will  never  pierce  the  marriage  tyre. 


A  LEAP  YEAR  INCIDENT. 

'Twas  leap  year,  in  the  balmy  Spring, 

When  birds  begin  to  sing  ; 
And  hope  springs  forth  in  every  breast. 

Exultant  on  the  wing. 

Beneath  a  spreading  hawthorn  tree 

Two  gushing  children  sat. 
Their  faces  radiant  with  health, 

Engaged  in  loving  chat. 
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Confidingly  she  laid  her  head 

Against  his  beating  breast ; 
His  brawny  arm  encircled  her  ; 

She  close  and  closer  pressed. 

She  murmured.  "  Darhng,  tell  me  if 

Your  heart  is  fancy  free, 
And  are  those  wild,  tumultuous  throbs, 

I  hear,  alone  for  me  ?" 

"  You've  made  a  sHght  mistake,  my  dear," 

He  answered,  with  despatch, 
'  You're  hstening  to  the  throbbings  of 

My  big  Geneva  watch." 
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Ere  night  had  donned  her  sable  cloak. 

At  twilight's  gentle  calm, 
When  feline  prima-donnas  meet 

To  sing  their  evening  psalm. 

Upon  a  verdant  mossy  bank. 

By  Irvine's  classic  stream, 
A  maiden  fair  and  gushing  youth 

Sat  wrapped  in  love's  young  dream. 

The  scion  of  a  noble  race 

Of  city  swells  was  he. 
Who  long  had  led  the  fashions 

In  polite  society. 
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The  maiden  boasted  countless  charms, 
Which,  reckoned  at  the  most. 

Had  cost  her  half-a-crown  per  charm. 
Transmitted  free  by  post. 

He  gazed  a  while  in  silence  on 
That  form  of  matchless  mould  ; 
And  tried  to  still  his  beating  heart ; 
Tho'  love  had  made  him  bold. 

He  took  her  hand,  and  with  a  grace 
That  would  have  shamed  Beau  Nash, 

He  pressed  it  to  his  patented, 
Reversible,  moustache. 

He  murmured,  "  Dearest,  may  I  hope 
To  claim  yoa  as  my  bride  ?" 

The  answer  came,  in  startled  tones, 
"  O  Johnnie,  dearest — shde  !" 

Too  late  the  proffered  warning  came  ; 

A  shriek  of  wild  despair, 
And  the  scion  of  a  noble  race 

Went  spinning  thio'  the  air. 

His  collar,  cuffs,  shirt  front,  moustache, 

All  of  his  grand  array, 
Upon  the  soft,  green,  mossy  sward, 

In  wild  profusion  lay. 

While,  Phoenix-like,  amidst  the  wreck, 
With  hands  and  lips  compressed, 

The  maiden's  angry  father  stood. 
And  thus  his  child  addressed  : 
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"  Come,  wipe  away  those  useless  tears 
From  off  your  nose  and  muzzle  ; 

Then  try  your  skill  in  fitting  up 
This  patent  modern  puzzle." 


THE  STRANGER. 

Shuirly  that  is  some  ane  chappin' 

At  the  ootside  entry  door. 
I  howp  and  trust  it  mayna  happen 

To  be  that  tinkler  as  before. 

O,  it's  you,  is't,  Mrs.  Dunnett  ? 

A'  the  wey  frae  yont  Dairy  ? 
Come  ben.     Tak'  aff  your  plyde  and  bonnet. 

And  hoo  are  a'  the  folks  doon  by  ? 

I'm  gled  to  see  ye  in  sic  fettle. 

Ye're  liikin'  weel,  as  weel's  could  be. 
Sit  doon,  and  I'll  put  on  the  kettle ; 

Ye'll  bide  and  tak'  a  cup  o'  tea  ? 

For  me.     I've  never  been  sae  able 

Ever  sin'  yon  first  bit  towt. 
Callan  !  ye  will  cowp  the  table  ; 

Come  doon  ye  steerin'-lukin'  cowt. 

And  sae  your  dochte;'s  gettin'  mairriet 
On  New'r  day  nicht  to  Anra  Bell. 

'Deed,  the  story's  no  far  cairriet, 
I  had  it  frae  the  lad  himsel'. 
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I  met  him  sometime  thro'  the  simmer, 

As  dacent  and  as  kind  a  sowl 
As  ever  steppit.     Meg,  the  hmmer  ! 

There,  she's  in  the  sugar  bowl. 

That's  the  second  time  already  ; 

Ma  sang  !  I'll  gi'e  ye't  for  your  greed. 
Gin  I  get  haud  o'  ye  ma  leddy 

I'll  put  the  lauchin'  oot  your  heid. 

Whit's  that  ye  say  ?     Auld  Jock  M'Millan's 

Been  presented  by  his  wife 
Wi'  the  bonniest  wee  healthy  callan 

That  ere  I  saw  in  a'  my  hfe. 

It's  prood  they'll  be,  baith  Jock  and  Mirren, 
Prood  o'  their  bit  son  and  heir. 

Blythemeat  wad  be  gaun  I'se  warran'  ? 
'Deed  ay,  and  maybe  something  mair  ? 

"Whit !  deid  and  buried,  Mrs.  Fairlie  ? 

Fairlie's  wife  o'  Knevockhill  ? 
It  maun  ha'e  been  quite  sudden,  shuirjy  ; 

I  never  heard  that  she  was  iU. 

Then  Robin  and  the  weans  '11  miss  her, 

That  they  wull ;  atweel  I  wat. 
Jock,  ye  scunge  !  come  oot  the  dresser, 

Whit  is  it  ye're  sornin'  at  ? 

That's  your  second  half  o'  farle. 

Ye  greedy,  gutsy-lukin'  sicht. 
It's  nocht  wi'  ye  but  rive  and  harl 

Frae  early  morn  tOl  late  at  nicht. 
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Ye  needna  bother  to  mak'  fun  o't : 

Ye  sorra,  wad  ye  lauch  at  me  ? 
Draw  in  your  chair  then,  Mrs.  Dunnett, 

Sit  in,  and  drink  a  dish  o'  tea. 

I'm  sorry  I  hae  nae  great  denty 
To  gust  the  mou'  and  fill  the  wame. 

There's  cheese  and  cake,  there's  scone  in  plenty  ; 
Sae,  wumman,  mak'  yoursel'  at  hame. 

Put  tae  your  haun'  ;  noo,  don't  be  backward. 

Rax  owie  and  lift  jist  whit  ye  need. 
Na,  d'ye  ken  it's  rayther  a'kward 

That  I  should  ha'e  run  oot  o'  breid. 

But  try  the  scone  ;  it's  rale  guid  eatin', 
As  Dauvit,  oor  gudeman,  can  tell ; 

It's  jist  the  common  flour  and  wheaten  ; 
I'm  rayther  partial  to't  mysel'. 

Hoots,  wumman  !  ye  are  eatin'  naething  ; 

Tak'  up  a  wee  bit  o'  the  ham. 
Ye'U  eat  a  cookie,  then  ,for  ae  thing, 

Wi'  butter  on't  and  curran'  jam. 

I  honestly  and  truly  howpit 

That  ye  your  ord'nar  wad  ha'e  ta'en. 

There  !  the  callan's  cup  is  cowpit  ; 
He's  scaudit  to  the  very  bane. 

Wean,  come  here  !  come  quick  to  mammy  ; 

His  daidley's  seepin'  thro'  and  thro'. 
Dinna  greet  my  puii  wee  lammie  ; 

Wheesht  noo,  wheesht !  it's  better  noo. 
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For  a'  the  talk  that  I  get  frae  him, 
For  a'  the  faucht,  the  care,  and  toil. 

That  I  ha'e  wi'  him,  I  wadna  gi'e  him 
For  a'  the  walth  o'  Scotland's  isle. 

Noo,  Mrs.  Dunnett,  don't  ye  worry. 

Need  for  it  I'm  shuir  there's  nane  ; 
Dinna  be  in  sic  a  hurry, 
There's  time  eneuch  to  catch  your  train. 

Oor  nock's  a  bit  behin',  I'm  fearin', 
I  wadna  won'er  but  ye're  richt, 

Sae  let  them  ken  that  I  was  speiiin' 
For  them  a'.     Guid  nicht !  guid  nicht ! 
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BLYTHESOME  BAIRNIES. 

Air — "Bonnie  Charlie's  Noo  Awa'." 

Blythesome  bairnies,  fu'  o'  fun, 
Tanned  and  freckled  wi'  the  sun, 
'Mang  the  go  wans  rant  and  play 
At  rumple  tumple  doon  the  brae. 
Heedless  they  o'  hurt  or  skaith, 
Pechan  sair  an'  oot  o'  breath, 
Mony's  the  ups  and  doons  they  hae 
At  rumple  tumple  doon  the  brae. 

Chorus. 

Speilin'  up  and  rowan  doon, 
Tirlie  whirlie  roun'  and  roun'. 
Time's  aboot's  the  fairest  play 
At  rumple  tumple  doon  the  brae. 

Rosy  cheeks  and  toozie  hair, 

Legs  and  ankles  broon  and  bare, 

Buddies  a'  in  disarray 

At  rumple  tumple  doon  the  brae. 

Doon  they  go  and  up  they  get, 

Noo  they  keep  the  puddin'  het, 

Clap  their  haun's  and  cry  "  Hooray  !" 

Then  rumple  tumple  doon  the  brae. 
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Choras. 

Speilin'  up  and  rowan  doon, 
Tirlie  whirlie  roun'  and  roun', 
Time's  aboot's  the  fairest  play 
At  rumple  t  ample  doon  the  brae. 

Bigger  bairnies  ape  the  strife, 
Speilin'  up  the  brae  o'  life. 
Shout  and  mak'  a  great  adae. 
Then  rumple  tumple  doon  the  biae  ; 
Ithers,  haply  gainin'  grun, 
Lauch  like  wud  to  see  the  fun. 
Miss  their  fit,  Hke  mony  mae. 
And  rumple  tumple  doon  the  brae. 

Choras. 

Speilin'  up  and  rowan  doon, 
Tirlie  whirlie  roun'  and  roun'. 
Time's  aboot's  the  fairest  play 
At  rumple  tumple  doon  the  brae. 


FAITHLESS  NANNIE. 

Air — "My  Nannie's  Awa'." 

Blythe  was  my  heart  in  the  spring  o'  the  year, 
When  I  met  wi'  my  canty  and  couthie  wee  dear, 
Fu'  lichtly  I  sang  as  the  bird  on  the  tree  ; 
When  my  Nannie  was  faithfu'  'twas  springtime  wi' 
me. 
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Blythe  was  my  heart  when  the  lassie  I  lo'e 
Consented  in  simmer,  and  vowed  to  be  true — 
True  to  her  lover  till  death  set  her  free  ; 
When  my  Nannie  was  faithfu'  'twas  simmer  wi'  me. 

Wae  is  my  heart  noo  the  simmer  is  gane, 
Bereft  o'  a'  pleesure  I  wander  alane — 
Wander  alane,  wi'  the  tear  in  my  e'e  ; 
Sin'  my  Nannie  is  faithless  it's  winter  wi'  me. 


THE  TOOTHACHE. 

Air — "  The  Bonnie  Wee  Window." 

Of  a'  the  diseases  that  ever  I've  haen, 

There's  no  ane  amang  them  that  equals  in  pain 

The    toothache  —  the    toothache's    the    warst    o' 

them  a', 
Some  geyan  droll  faces  it  aye  gars  me  thraw. 

Chorus. 

O  this  murdering  toothache. 
This  jaw-racking  toothache  ; 
A'  ither  diseases  it  dings  to  the  wa'. 

Rheumatics,  nae  doot,  is  a  nestie  disease  ; 
But  when  I've  the  toothache  I'm  never  at  ease  ; 
Like  a  great  muckle  bear  I  gae  raging  aboot, 
Crying  "  Murder  !    I  wish  I'd  this  rotten  ane  oot." 
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Chorus. 

O  this  murdering  toothache, 
This  jaw-racking  toothache  ; 
A'  ither  diseases  it  dings  to  the  wa'. 

If  I  had  an  enemy  oot  o'  my  range, 
I'd  wish  him  the  toothache,  by  way  o'  revenge  ; 
And  some  satisfaction  I'm  shuir  I  wad  gain, 
To  hear  he  was  dancing  and  roaring  wi'  pain. 

Chorus. 

O  murder  !   this  toothache, 
This  jaw -racking  toothache  ; 
A'  ither  diseases  it  dings  to  the  wa'. 

My  mither  cries  :   "  Geordie,  you're  jist  a  real  pest ; 
You  disturb  the  haill  hoose,  and  we  canna  get  rest. 
Gae  wa'  to  the  doctor,  gae  wa',  man,  wi'  speed. 
And  gar  him  draw't  oot,  tho'  he  draw  aff  your 
heid." 

Chorus. 

O  this  murdering  toothache. 
This  jaw-racking  toothache  ; 
A'  ither  diseases  it  dings  to  the  wa'. 

I  ance  took  advice  hoo  to  deaden  the  pain, 
But  certain  I'm  noo,  I'll  ne'er  act  on't  again. 
For  the  wee  drap  o'  vitriol  I  put  in  my  tith 
Made  me  jump  like  a  madman,  and  roar  a'  my  pith. 
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Chorus. 

O  this  murdering  toothache, 
This  jaw-racking  toothache  : 
A'  ither  diseases  it  dings  to  the  wa'. 

Was  ever  puir  mortal  tormented  Hke  me  ; 
Nae  ease,  day  or  nicht,  does  the  yawkin'  thing  gi'e; 
Aye,  weel  may  ye  lauch,  wi'  your  teeth  hale  and 
soun'. 

0  there  it's  again — what  a  thunnerin'  stoun' ! 

Chorus. 

O  this  murdering  toothache, 
This  jaw-racking  toothache  ; 
A'  ither  diseases  it  dings  to  the  wa'. 

1  ance  dreamed  a  dream,  an'  it  gied  me  a  fricht : 

I  thocht  that  the  toothache  had  killed  me  ootricht; 
That  stravaigin'  the  kirkyaird  my  ghost  really  was, 
Wi'  a  piece  o'  white  flannel  rou'd  up  roun'  its  jaws, 

Cryin'  :   "  Murder  !   this  toothache, 
This  jaw-racking  toothache  ; 
A'  ither  diseases  it  dings  to  the  wa'." 
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OOR  AULD  MITHER. 

Air — "  The  Bonnie  Wee  Window." 

O  it's  when  we  get  mairriet  and  settled  in  life, 
It's  then  we  maun  luk  to  oor  weans  and  oor  wife  ; 
But  if  sae  we  be  men  that  are  worthy  the  name 
We  widna  neglect  oor  auld  mither  at  hame — 

Oor  kindly  auld  mither, 

Oor  couthie  auld  mither. 
Forsake  a'thegither  oor  mither  at  hame. 

O  a  wife  may  be  mindfu',  and  tenty,  nae  doot, 
When  we're  thrivin'  and  weel,  when  we're  up  and 

aboot  ; 
But  when  laid  on  oor  back  wi'  oor  face  to  the  wa'. 
We'll  fin'  that  oor  mither's  the  best  frien'  of  a' — 

Oor  kindly  auld  mither, 

Oor  couthie  auld  mither. 
She's  jist  a'thegither  the  best  frien'  of  a'. 

O,  a  man  may  get  thowless  and  lose  a'  respect 
For  himsel'  and  his  faim'ly  through  drink  and 

neglect ; 
Degraded  and  hopeless  that  mortal  may  be, 
Yet  still  he's  the  licht  o'  his  auld  mither's  e'e — 

His  kindly  auld  mither. 

His  couthie  auld  mither. 
He's  jist  a'thegither  the  Ucht  o'  lier  e'e. 

O,  it's  gin  we  hae  siller,  and  hooses,  and  Ian', 
Wi'  servants  to  tin  at  oor  beck  and  comman'  ; 
Were  we  lord  o'  the  Heilan's  or  Lowlan's  sae  braw, 
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Gin  we're  bad  to  oor  mither,  we're  nae  men  ava — 

Oor  kindly  auld  mither, 

Oor  couthie  auld  mither, 
Were  we  ill  tae  oor  mither  we're  nae  men  ava. 

Langsyne,  when  bit  callans,  it's  little  we  thocht 
O'   the   care  she  had  owre   us,   hoo  eydent  she 

wrocht, 
Frae  mornin'  tae  nicht,  baith  at  hame  and  afiel', 
Tae  keep  us  in  parritch,  in  milk,  and  in  meal — 

Did  oor  kindly  auld  mither, 

Oor  couthie  auld  mither, 
We'll  ne'er  get  anither  to  tend  us  sae  weel. 


Hoo  she  fed  us,   and  cled   us,   and  kept  us  for 

years 
In  duddies  o'  claes  wi'  her  needle  and  shears, 
And  hoo  prood  we  were  then  when  oor  moleskins 

we  got. 
Or  a  jaicket  made  oot  o'  oor  faither's  auld  coat 
By  oor  kindly  auld  mither, 
Sae  eydent  and  clever 
Wad  mak'  us  a  jaicket  oot  faither's  auld  coat. 

When,  wearied  wi'  rakin'  the  wuds  and  the  fiel's. 
We  cam'  hirplin'  hame  on  oor  taes  or  oor  heels, 
Wi'  a  thorn  in  oor  fit,  or  a  wee  bit  o'  gless, 
Wi'  her  needle  she  kindly  relieved  oor  distress — 

Oor  kindly  auld  mither, 

Oor  couthie  auld  mither. 
Was  ready,  aye  ready,  tae  ease  oor  distress. 


ig6  SONGS. 


When  Winter  cam'  on  \vi'  its  trouble  and  skaith. 
When   chitterin'    wi'    caul'    and   maist   chakit    to 

death, 
Hoo  we  danced  on  the  flair,  hoo  we  sabbit  and 

grat. 
Till  oor  haun's  they  were  rubbit  and  row'd  in  her 

brat 

By  oor  kindly  auld  mither, 
Oor  couthie  a  aid  mither, 
Oor  haun's  she  would  rub  them  and  row  in  her  brat. 

Then  be  guid  to  oor  mither,  and  proodly  provide 
A  bit  biel'  o'  her  ain,  whaur  the  buddie  can  bide, 
Wi'  a  mouthfu'  o'  meat,  and  some  duddies  o'  claes. 
To  keep  her  in  comfort  the  rest  o'  her  days — 

Oor  kindly  auld  mither, 

Oor  coutliie  auld  mither. 
To  keep  her  in  comfort  the  rest  o'  her  days. 


THE  NE'ER-DAE-WEEL. 

Air — "  Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young 
charms." 

Tak'  the  sensible  plan 

When  ye're  judging  a  man, 
Dinna  luk  for  the  scruiff  and  the  scaw  ; 

Seek  the  halesome  within. 

And  it's,  aibhns,  ye'U  fin', 
That  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 
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Chorus. 

He's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a', 
He's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'  ; 
He  is  warst  for  himsel'. 
As  his  neebors  can  tell  ; 
O,  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 

There's  a  man  ye  a'  ken, 
Wha  leeves  but-and-ben 

Wi'  my  auld  Aunty  Jen,  at  the  Raw, 
Fair  wather  or  foul 
He  will  yammer  and  yowl. 

Yet  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 

Chorus. 
He's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a',  &c. 

O,  he's  hermless,  is  Tam, 
Tho'  he  whyles  tak's  a  dram 

On  a  Setterday  nicht — maybe  twa  ; 
E'en  his  faes  will  alloo, 
Tho'  he  fills  himsel'  fou', 

That  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 

Chorus. 
He's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a',  &c. 

When  the  boys  made  a  lift 
For  auld  Robin  M'Knicht, 

Wha  was  hurt  in  the  pit  by  a  fa', 
Puir  Tam  did  his  best, 
Gied  his  mite  wi'  the  rest  ; 

Sae  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 
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Chonis. 
He's  no  a  bad  sovvl  efter  a',  &c. 

When  Maggie  Maclean, 

0'  Witchknowe,  gat  the  wean, 
Did  Tarn  tak'  the  road,  rin  awa' 

And  leave  her  to  shame  ? 

Na,  he  gied  her  his  name ; 
Sae  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 

Chorus. 
He's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a',  &c. 

Yon  mercifu'  Judge 

Will  He  bear  him  a  grudge 

For  observing  the  natural  law  ? 
Wha  kens,  but  He  may 
Ha'e  compassion  ?  and  say, 

"  O  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 

Chorus. 

"  He's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'. 
He's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a'  ; 
He  was  tempted,  and  fell. 
He  was  warst  for  himsel', 
Sae  he's  no  a  bad  sowl  efter  a.'.' 
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WADDIN'  BELLS. 

Air — "  Last  May  a  Br  aw  Wooer." 

When  my  sun  was  weel  up  in  the  warm  glowin' 
east, 

Thro'  the  gairden  o'  hfe  I  gaed  roamin', 
To  luk  for  a  floo'r  I  could  wear  in  my  breist, 

A  lily,  or  rose,  aff  the  common. 

But  never  a  ane  in  my  walk  could  I  fin', 
Tho  thoosan's  were  bloomin'  there,  bonnie 

And  fair  to  the  e'e,  I  was  then  fancy  free, 
Till  I  met  wi'  my  Milly,  my  honey. 

For  monie  a  day  I'd  gane  dowie  and  wae, 

Thinkin',  nae  doot,  I  was  leev-in'. 
Ae  kindly  bit  glance,  then  I  woke  frae  my  trance, 

Nae  mair  to  gae  sighin'  and  grie\dn'. 

Directed  by  Fate,  I  had  airted  my  gate 
Oot  owre  the  sand  dunes  to  Barassie  ; 

There,  doon  in  the  howe,  by  yon  bonnie  green 
knowe, 
I  phghted  my  vow  to  the  lassie. 

Sae  sweet  were  her  chairms  richt  into  her  airms 
By  the  force  o'  my  love  I  was  driven ; 

And  was  wafted  frae  this,  on  the  wings  o'  a  kiss. 
Thro'  the  portals  o'  bliss,  into  heaven. 

Nog  my  skies  are  aye  clear  when  my  Milly  is  near, 
The  birds  in  my  heart  are  aye  singin', 

*'  Milly  mine,  Milly  mine  ;  I  am  thine,  I  am  thine ; 
Hear  the  bells,  waddin'  bells,  hoo  they're  ringin'." 
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THE  EXCISEMAN. 

Air — "Last  May  a  Br  aw  Wooer." 

When  Nature  was  young,  wi'  her  laurels  to  win, 
She  fashioned  us  monie  a  wise  man  ; 

But,  alack  !   she  was  gettin'  quite  doited  and  blin' 
When  she  made  us  the  present  exciseman, 

Exciseman  ; 
When  she  fashioned  the  modern  exciseman. 

When  dressin'  and  deckin'  him  oot  at  his  birth 
She  saw  by  the  luk  in  his  eyes,  man, 

That  he  wanted  the  sowl,  so  she  sent  him  to  earth, 
Whar  they  made  him,  thro'  time,  an  exciseman. 

Exciseman  ; 
They  made  him,  at  last,  an  exciseman. 

She  watched  his  career  frae  beginnin'  to  en', 
Hoo  he  travelled  aboot  in  disguise,  man, 

And  passed  himsel'  aff  as  a  man  amang  men. 
When,  alack  !   he  was  jist  an  exciseman, 

Exciseman  ; 
A  naething  by  ordinar'  exciseman. 

Hoo  he  gaed  to  the  kirk,  whar  he  ettlet  to  shine 

As  a  hcht  to  the  feet  o'  the  masses. 
He  ate  o'  their  breid,  and  he  drank  o'  their  wine, 

And  he  kissed  and  he  cuddled  the  lasses, 
The  lasses  ; 

He  kissed  and  he  cuddled  the  lasses. 
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At  nicht  he  sat  doon  wi'  the  lave  o'  his  crew, 
And  muddlet  his  brains  wi'  the  drinkin'  ; 

There  was  little,  or  naething,  to  muddle,  it's  true. 
So  it  saved  him  the  trouble  o'  thinkin', 

O'  thinkin  ; 
It  saved  him  the  labour  o'  thinkin'. 

'Twas  said  he  foregathered  and  drank  for  a  spell 
Wi'  the  devil,  the  faither  o'  lies,  man  ; 

Auld  Clootie  had  Uttle  respect  for  himsel' 
When  he  drank  wi'  a  common  exciseman. 

Exciseman  ; 
When  he  boozed  wi'  a  common  exciseman. 

When  Death  put  his  haun'  in  Life's  lucky  bag, ' 
To  draw  oot  a  blank,  or  a  prize,  man, 

Quo'  he,  as  he  gied  his  auld  pow  a  bit  wag  : 
"  O,  it's  jist  Hke  my  luck — an  exciseman. 

Exciseman  ; 
O,  it's  jist  like  my  luck — an  exciseman." 


THE  TOON  0'  KILMARNOCK. 

Air — "  The  Tight  Little  Island." 

When  oor  faithers,  in  quest 

O'  a  hame  in  the  west. 
Cam'  here  to  the  glen  o'  the  Garnock, 

They  picked  oot  a  place 

That  was  jist  to  their  taste. 
The  bonnie  bit  toon  o'  Kilmarnock. 
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Chorus. 

Then  hey  for  the  glen  o'  the  Garnock  ! 
Ho  !  for  the  toon  o'  Kilmarnock, 

The  place  o'  oor  birth, 

The  grandest  on  earth, 
Oor  ain  native  toon  o'  Kilmarnock. 

A  trip  fiae  the  Cross 

To  the  Dean  and  Assloss, 
And  doon  by  the  water  o'  Borlan', 

'S  as  guid  as  a  jaunt 

To  some  favourite  haunt, 
The  saft  sunny  sooth,  or  the  nor'lan'. 

Chorus. 
Then  hey,  &c. 

Some  boast  o'  yon  toon 

On  the  banks  o'  the  Doon, 
Whar  Shantei  was  chased  by  the  warlock. 

We  admit  it  is  fair. 

But  nocht  to  compare 
Wi'  the  bonnie  bit  toon  o'  Kilmarnock. 

Chorus. 
Then  hey,  &c. 

Contented  are  we. 

And  as  blythe  as  can  be. 
Altho'  we  are  needy  and  puir  folk, 

Wi'  naething  to  len', 

Ooi  weemen  and  men 
Are  as  bonnie  and  honest  as  Ayr  folk. 
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Chorus. 
Then  hey,  &c. 

Paisley  tak's  pride 

In  her  poets  and  plydes, 
And  reckons  there's  monie  a  war  neuk, 

For  science  and  airt, 

Than  the  toon  on  the  Cairt, 
But  it's  naething  comparet  to  Kilmarnock. 

Chorus, 
Then  hey,  &c. 

Their  gentlemen  fine 

May  drink  o'  their  wine, 
And  sing  till  they're  roopit  and  husky  ; 

We  sing  jist  as  vveel 

On  a  wee  pickle  meal, 
On  parritch  and  dribbles  o'  whusky. 

Choi  us. 

Then  hey,  &c. 

Then  shame  fa'  the  loon 

Wad  discredit  oor  toon. 
He  ocht  to  be  sent  to  the  far  neuk 

O'  Fintry  or  Fife 

For  his  nataral  life, 
Far  awa'  frae  his  wife  and  Kilmarnock. 

Chorus. 
Then  hey,  &c. 
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BEENIE  BORLAN'. 

Air—"  The  Scotch  Thistle." 

By  auld  Habbies-Howe, 

Whar  the  primroses  grow, 
At  the  heid  o'  the  knowe  to  the  nor'lan', 

There,  trysted  and  true, 

Leeves  the  lassie  I  lo'e, 
My  denty  wee  doo — Beenie  Borlan'. 

When  the  sun  is  gaun  doon 

I'm  awa'  frae  the  toon. 
By  the  late  efternoon,  or  the  gloamin', 

To  meet  her  unseen 

In  the  plantin'  sae  green, 
Whar  aften  at  e'en  we  gae  roamin'. 

By  yon  sweet  scented  brier, 
Whar  the  burnie  rins  clear, 

The  mavis,  the  merle,  and  the  yorhn'. 
Come  doon  on  the  wing, 
Weet  theii  whustles  and  sing 

To  my  bonnie  vvee  thing — Beenie  Borlan', 

Let  ithers  seek  grace, 

Apairt  frae  their  race, 
Gie  position  and  place  to  the  worlin'  ; 

Mair  precious  to  me 

Is  the  bhnk  o'  her  e'e, 
And  the  love  o'  my  wee  Beenie  Borlan' 
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MITHER'S  LUVE. 

Air — "  The  Braes  aboon  Bonaiv." 

When  Luve  at  birth  cam'  doon  to  earth 
To  luk  for  ludgin's  snug  and  cosy  : 

Some  wee  bit  nest  whar'in  to  rest, 
She  settled  in  001  mither's  bosie. 

Chorus. 

Kind  and  couthie  are  oor  mithers. 
Kinder  far  than  freens  or  brithers  ; 

The  love  o'  Ufe,  o'  weans,  or  wife, 

Is  cauld  comparet  to  oor  auld  mither's. 

The  luves  that  pass  'tween  lad  and  lass, 
If  passion-rooted,  fades  and  withers  ; 

Nae  hothoose  fioo'r  that  blooms  an  'oor. 
But  lasting,  pure,  is  oor  auld  mither's. 

Chorus. 
Kind  and  couthie,  &c. 

A  man  may  fa',  may  break  the  law, 

The  warl'  may  slicht  him  and  abuse  him  ; 

His  sin  and  shame  but  fans  the  flame 
0'  luve  within  his  mither's  bosom. 

Chorus. 
Kind  and  couthie,  &c. 
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WE'RE  A'  JOHN  TAMSON'S  BAIRNS. 

Air — "  The  Mermaid." 

Sin'  we're  met,  as  ye  ken,  a  social  'oor  to  spen, 
An  'oor  at  the  least,  maybe  twa, 

Let  us  fling  reserve  aside, 

Then  wi'  freen'ship  for  cor  guide. 
We  will  blyther  be  before  we  gang  awa'. 

Chorus. 

For  we're  a'  John  Tamson's  bairns, 

Freens  baith  ane  and  a'  ; 

Then  here's  to  you  and  yours. 

No  forgettin'  us  and  oors  ; 
To  oor  ain  noble  sel's,  hurrah,  hurrah  !    hurrah, 

hurrah  ! 
To  oor  ain  noble  sel's,  hurrah,  hurrah  ! 

Noo  ilka  mither's  cliiel,  that's  worth  his  milk  and 

meal, 
Will  help  the  enjoyment  alang  ; 

When  ca'd  on,  hke  the  rest. 

He  will  dae  his  noble  best : 
Tell  a  story,  mak'  a  speech,  or  sing  a  sang. 

Chorus. 
For  we're  a',  &c. 
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Gin  auld  crabbit  Care  come  here  wi'  grumpy  air, 
In  his  wheel  we  will  sune  put  a  spoke  ; 

We  will  roast  bim  on  the  spit, 

At  the  fire  o'  mither  wit, 
And  we'll  spear  him  on  the  point  o'  a  joke. 

Chorus. 
For  we're  a',  &c. 

Then  booze  aboot  the  yill,  and  bring  ben  the  ither 

gill; 
A  fu'  bumper  fill,  and  tak'  it  aff. 

Gin  man  was  made  to  mourn 

Frae  the  cradle  to  the  urn, 
O,  he  equally  in  turn  was  made  to  lauch. 

Chorus. 
For  we're  a',  &c. 

As  hfe  is  but  a  span,  we'll  leeve  as  lang's  we  can, 
Wi'  a  drappie  o'  the  best  to  gi'e  us  heart  ; 

We  will  warsle  on  Hke  men 

To  the  blessed  hinner-en'. 
And  we'll  a'  ha'e  dhoch-an-dhorous  ere  we  pairt. 

Chorus. 
For  we're  a',  &c. 
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THE  WAUKRIFE  WEAN. 

Air — "  Finnigin's  Wake." 

"  Come,  my  lammie,  come  awa' 
And  cuddle  in  your  beddie-ba. 
I'm  shuir  ye 're  weariet,  come  to  me  ; 
There  noo,  sit  on  mammy's  knee. 
Warm  your  feeties,  toast  your  taes, 
Till  I  get  aff  your  bits  o'  claes  ; 
Aff  your  claes,  and  on  your  goon, 
Noo,  my  daurlin',  cuddle  doon. 

Chorus. 
"  Rock  the  creddle,  rock,  rock,  rock, 
Shoogie-shaggie,  ten  o'clock  ; 
Ten  o'clock,  wee  bairnies  a' 
Should  be  in  their  beddie-ba. 

"  Was  ever  woman  plagued,  till  noo, 
Wi'  sic  a  waukrife  wean  as  you  ? 
Glow'rin'  like  a  hoolet  there 
At  half-past  ten  o'clock  and  mair  ; 
When  a'  the  bairnies  in  the  toon 
Are  in  their  beds  and  sleepin'  soun'. 
Wheesht  noo,  no  anither  cheep  ; 
I'll  scud  ye  gin  ye  dinna  sleep. 

Chorus. 

"  Rock  the  creddle,  rock,  rock,  rock, 
Shoogie-shaggie,  ten  o'clock  ; 
Ten  o'clock,  wee  bairnies  a' 
Should  be  in  their  beddie-ba. 
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'  Bogey  man,  come  here  to  Jock, 
And  put  him  in  your  muckle  pock  ; 
Noo  steek  your  een,  or  doon  he'll  come, 
And  tak'  ye  wi'  him  up  the  lum. 
Noo,  bogey  man,  awa'  ye  go, 
Ye'll  no  get  him  ;  no,  ye'll  no. 
He's  mammy's  ain  wee  daurlin'  doo — 
Losh  !   the  callan's  sleepin'  noo. 

Chorus. 

"  Rock  the  creddle,  rock,  rock,  rock, 
Shoogie-shaggie,  ten  o'clock  ; 
Ten  o'clock,  wee  bairnies  a' 
Should  be  in  their  beddie-ba." 

There's  ither  bairnies,  muckle  men, 
Neaiin'  three  score  years  and  ten, 
Jist  as  sweert  to  come  awa' 
And  cuddle  in  their  beddie-ba. 
Mither  Nature  tries  their  faith, 
Frichts  them  \vd'  the  bogey.  Death  ; 
Till,  closer  to  her  breist  they  creep, 
Then  cuddle  doon,  and  gang  to  sleep. 

Chorus. 

Rock  the  creddle,  rock,  rock,  rock, 
Shoogie-shaggie,  ten  o'clock  ; 
Three  score  and  ten,  when  bairnies  a' 
Should  be  in  their  beddie-ba. 
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WASNA  THAT  A  FUNNY  THING 

Air — "  Jenny's  Bawbee." 

I  met  a  bonnie  lass  yestreen, 

Wi'  gowden  hair  and  licht  blue  een ; 

I  wow  she  was  the  dentiest  queen 

That  ever  I  did  see. 
Quo'  I,  "  My  lass,  the  heavy  dew, 
Maun  hae  your  coatie  seepin'  thro  ;" 
"  And  pray,  young  man,  what's  that  to  you  ?" 

The  lassie  said  to  me. 

Chorus  (lively). 

O  wasna  that  a  funny  thing  ? 

Was't  no  a  geyan  funny  thing  ? 

O  wasna  that  a  funny  thing 

The  lassie  said  to  me  ?     {Repeat  chorus.) 

"  That  froon  upon  your  bonnie  face," 

Quo'  I,  "  Is  sadly  oot  o'  place  ; 

A  smile  wad  gi'e  it  cherm  and  grace, 

And  set  it  aff  a  wee." 
She  seemed  to  tak'  it  much  amiss 
When  I,  growne  bauld,  proposed  a  kiss. 
"  Ye  muckle  cuif,  get  oot  o'  this," 

The  lassie  said  to  me. 

Chorus. 
O  wasna  that  a  funny  thing  ?  &c. 


WASNA  THAT  A  FUNNY  THING.     211 

Quo'  I,  "  I  lo'e  ye  as  my  life, 

Jist  say  the  word — ye'U  be  my  wife  ; 

I'll  shield  ye  frae  the  wad's  strife 

Until  the  day  ye  dee." 
"  Your  word,"  quo'  she,  "  I  dinna  doot ; 
But  mind  ye,  sir,  what  ye're  aboot, 
Trespassers  I  will  prosecute,"  * 

The  lassie  said  to  me. 

Chorus. 
O  wasna  that  a  funny  thing  ?  &c. 

In  spite  o'  warnin'  or  advice, 

I  kissed  her  ance,  I  kissed  her  twice  ; 

But  when  I  tried  to  dae  it  thrice 

The  lassie  said  to  me  : 
"  Jist  quat  your  kyows,  noo,  Jock  M'Nair  ; 
D'ye  hear  ?     Ye're  touzlin'  a'  my  hair. 
Man,  ye're  the  coorsest,  muckle  bear 

That  ever  I  did  see." 

Chorus. 
O  wasna  that  a  funny  thing  ?  &c. 

Quo'  she,  "  Before  again  ye  sip 

The  hinny  frae  my  tender  lip. 

Your  coorse  moustache  ye'll  hae  to  clip, 

It  tickles  sae,  ye  see." 
Quo'  I,  "  Gin  it's  against  the  grain, 
Jist  say  the  word,  and  I'll  abstain." 
"  Jist  tickle,  sir,  my  mou'  again," 

The  lassie  said  to  me. 
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Chorus. 

O  wasna  that  a  funny  thing  ? 
Was't  no  a  geyan  funny  thing  ? 
O  wasna  that  a  funny  thing 
The  lassie  said  to  me  ? 


THE  GATHERAWAY. 

Air — "  In  Simmer  when  the  Hay  was  Mawn." 

Pair  auld  Sannie,  the  gatheraway, 
Trudges  the  streets  frae  day  to  day, 
Frae  early  mom  to  gloamin'  grey 
Ye  may  hear  his  cry  o'  gatheraway. 

"  Rags  and  banes, 

Banes  and  rags, 
For  dreggens,  bools,  balloons,  and  flags, 
Stookie,  whitenin',  saut.  or  clay  ; 
Gather  up,  gather  up,  gatheraway." 

Whenever  his  welcome  voice  they  hear. 
The  bairnies  come  frae  far  and  near  ; 
Le'e  their  lessons,  or  quat  their  play. 
To  rin  wi'  rags  to  the  gatheraway. 

"  Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 

Ane  gets  this  tiling,  anither  gets  that  ; 
Some  bools,  a  ba',  or  a  paper  hat, 
A  dreggen,  a  flag,  or  maybe  he  may 
Get  candy  rock  frae  the  gatheraway. 

"  Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 
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They'll  sit  in  a  corner  and  quately  munch 
Their  locust  or  candy,  as  prood  as  Punch, 
Wi'  smiles  on  their  faces  that  seem  to  say, 
"  I  wish  he'd  come  often  this  gatheraway." 

"  Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 

Yon  callan  wha  staun's  wi'  the  tear  in  his  e'e, 
By  the  side  o'  the  barrow,  has  naething  to  gi'e, 
Nae  rags,  nor  banes,  to  get  candy  frae 
The  candyman,  the  gatheraway. 

"  Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 

Naebody  minds  him,  till  Sannie  himsel' 
Naps  aff  a  bit  wi'  his  knife  and  his  mell — 
A  guid  wee  bit,  and  cries,  "  Hey,  sir  !  hae  ! 
That's  for  you — frae  the  gatheraway.'' 

"  Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 

A  smile  Uchts  up  his  innocent  face, 

As  he  huiries  for  hame  at  a  hnkin'  pace, 

"  O,  mither  !"  he  cries,  wi'  a  lood  "  Hooray  ! 

See  whit  I  got  frae  the  gatheraway." 

"  Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 

Tho'  Sannie  has  httle  or  naething  to  spare, 
He  never  is  backwards  in  helpmg  the  puir. 
To  necbors  in  need  he  can  never  say  "  Nay," 
A  kindly  auld  sowl  is  the  gatheraway. 

"  Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 
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We've  gatheiaways,  in  times  o'  stress, 
Wha  cry  their  vvares  thro'  the  public  press; 
Dealers  in  leddies'  and  gentlemen's  cla.es — 
Whit  are  they  a'  but  gatheraways. 

"  Pounds  and  pence, 

Pence  and  pounds. 
For  ribbons,  laces,  scarfs,  and  gowns, 
Silks  or  satins,  grand  or  gaj' ; 
Gather  up,  gather  ap,  gatheraway." 


Rags  and  banes,"  &c. 


THE  LAD  I  LO'E. 

Air — "  Comin'  thro'  the  Rye." 

He's  swank  and  strappin',  gash  and  gaucy, 

Nayther  young  nor  auld  ; 
He's  big  and  sonsie,  never  donsie, 

Buirdly,  steive,  and  bauld. 

He's  wicht  and  wdnsome,  leal  and  lo'esome  ; 

Weel  I  ken  him  true  ; 
Nae  guile  nor  ill's  wdtliin  the  bosom 

O'  this  bit  lad  I  lo'e. 

He's  blythe  and  merry,  braw  and  bonnie, 

Couthie,  kind,  and  free  ; 
He's  sweeter  far  than  drappin  honey. 

And  a'  the  worl'  to  me. 


THE  TRUE  BORN  SCOT.  215 


He  dresses  dacent,  no  auld-fashion't, 

Modest  and  genteel  ; 
He  dances  finely,  maist  divinely. 

Jig  or  Hielan'  reel. 

His  hair  is  swirly,  black  and  cnrly, 

Glossy  as  the  slae  ; 
His  beard  is  bushy,  thick  and  grushie, 

Showin'  signs  o'  grey. 

Nae  lordly  dwallin'-hoose  nor  hallan 

Can  he  ca'  his  ain  ; 
Nae  biel'  nor  biggin',  ruif  nor  riggin' 

To  fen  him  frae  the  rain. 

Altho'  he  hinna  walth,  nor  binna 

Octhlins  kin'  o'  bien, 
To  me  he's  dearer,  sib,  and  nearer 

Than  my  nearest  freen'. 

And  gin  his  name  ye  wad  be  speirin', 

Laith  am  I  to  tell  ; 
To  blab  or  mention  in  your  hearin' — 

This  bit  lad's  mysel'. 


THE  TRUE  BORN  SCOT. 

Air — "Champagne  Charlie"  (Modern  Version). 

Is  there  a  Scotsman,  tried  and  leal, 
Wha  wadna  fecht  for  Scotland's  weal. 
His  native  valleys,  hills,  and  plains. 
For  hame  and  hearth,  for  wife  and  weans  ? 
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If  sic  there  be  amang  us  here, 
A  mortal  ruled  by  craven  fear, 
The  Fates  defend  us,  gin  they  can, 
Frae  sic  abortion  o'  a  man. 

Chorus. 

Shall  we,  the  heirs  o'  Bruce  and  Wallace, 
Wha  left  us  free,  those  hills  and  valleys. 
Yield  them  up  to  foreign  foe 
Whyle  life  remains  ?     By  heavens.  No  ! 

Is  there  a  Scot,  wha  daur  be  free, 
Wha  valines  life  and  liberty, 
Wad  bravely  bide  the  battle's  shock 
To  free  us  frae  the  tyrant's  yoke  ? 
Then  on  wi'  me,  and  fear  na  skaith. 
There's  Ufe  for  us  or  glorious  daith 
In  ilka  airm  that  wields  a  sword 
Against  yon  bluidy  servile  horde. 

Chorus. 
Shall  we,  the  heirs  ?  &c. 

To  leeve  in  ballads  yet  unsung 
By  future  bards,  oor  glens  among, 
The  very  thocht  o't  wad  inspire 
Oor  cauldest  Scot  wi'  martial  fire. 
Then  strike  for  fame,  ilk  wound  and  scar 
'S  a  mark  o'  honour,  grander  far 
Than  a'  your  glitterin'  gowden  dross 
O*  decorations,  staur,  or  cross. 

Chorus. 
Shall  we,  the  heirs  ?  &c. 
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THE  LASS  O'  KILGRAMMIE. 

Air — "  Cockles,  Fresh  Mussels,  Alive,  Alive,  0 !" 

She  comes  frae  Kilgrammie, 
My  lo'esome,  my  lammie, 
She  leeves  wi'  her  mammy, 

And  weel  she  lo'es  me. 
She  has  kisses  a-plenty. 
She's  sweet  ane  and  twenty. 
And  blythe  as  a  lintie 

That  sings  on  the  tree. 

To  me  it  is  simmer. 

The  bud's  on  the  timmer, 

Gin  my  couthie  wee  kimmer 

But  smile  upon  me. 
Life  it  is  dearer, 
The  skies  they  are  clearer, 
i  And  heaven  seems  nearer. 

Is  nearer  a  wee. 


It's  naething  uncommon 
For  us  to  gae  roamin', 
TiU  late  in  the  gloamin', 

Got  owre  the  green  lea. 
Whar  the  brume  and  the  breckan 
The  meadows  are  deckin'. 
There,  nebbin'  and  neckin', 

Whar  nae  ane  may  see. 
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I'm  willin'  and  ready 
To  mak'  her  a  leddy  ; 
Her  mammy  and  deddy 

She's  willin'  to  le'e. 
For  a  life  that  is  rosy, 
She  will  lie  in  my  bosie, 
Fu'  snug  and  fu'  cosy 

Till  the  day  that  I  dee. 

I've  rowth  o'  guid  feedin', 
I've  blankets  and  cleedin', 
I've  a'  that  I'm  needin' 

For  baith  her  and  me. 
And  maybe  for  ithers, 
Wee  sisters  and  brithers, 
Wi'  their  faither's,  or  mither's, 

Blythe  bhnk  o'  the  e'e. 


THE  HAME  O'  MY  YOUTH. 

Air — "  Lo^ie  o'  Biichan." 

There's  a  wee  theekit  cot  on  the  breist  o'  the  brae, 
Whar  I  leeved,  when  a  callan,  for  monie  a  day  ; 
Whar  I  aften  ha'e  played  sae  lichthearted  and  free 
'Neath  the  shelter  and  shade  o'  yon  auld  aiken  tree. 

Chorus. 

'Tis  the  hame  o'  my  youth,  be  it  ever  sae  puir, 
'Twas  a  pailace  to  me  when  my  mither  was  there. 
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O  when  I  grew  up,  I  like  ithers,  was  fain 
To  leave  the  auld  nest  for  a  hoose  o'  my  ain  ; 
But  cheerless  and  cauld  was  my  great  muckle  ha', 
Withoot  my  auld  mither  'twas  nae  hame  ava. 

Chorus. 
O  the  hame  o'  my  youth,  be  it  ever  sae  puir, 
Was  a  pailace  to  me  when  my  mither  was  there. 

They  tell  me  that  I,  when  my  wark  here  is  dune, 
Will  gae  hame  to  a  far  better  hoose  up  abune, 
Whar  luve  reigns  supreme.  But  yon  mansion  sae  fair 
Will  be  nae  hame  for  me  gin  my  mither's  no  there. 

Chorus. 
O  the  hame  o'  my  youth,  be  it  ever  sae  puir. 
Wad  be  heaven  to  me  gin  my  mither  was  there. 


HE'S  NAE  MAN  AVA. 

Air — "My  Nannie's  Awa'." 

Men  who  are  honest,  are  upricht  and  true. 
Will  never  want  backin'  to  cairry  them  thro'  ; 
But  gin  they  descend  to  the  craft  and  the  tricks 
O'  the  base  and  ignoble,  or  meddle  and  mix 
Wi'  the  schules  and  the  cliques  wha  hae  nae  moral 

law, 
They're  past  a'  redemption,  they're  nae  men  ava — 

Nae  men  ava, 

Nae  men  ava ; 
They're  past  a'  redemption,  they're  nae  men  ava. 
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The  man,  that  wad  truckle  for  favour,  and  fawn 
On  the  vulgar  and  wealthy,  for  siller  and  Ian', 
Wad  gae  doon  on  his  knees  to  the  lords  o'  the  soil. 
And  think  himsel'  pey'd  wi'  a  nod  or  a  smile. 
Or  rin  like  a  dug  at  their  beck  and  their  ca', 
Is  a  puir  silly  mortal,  is  nae  man  ava — 

Nae  man  ava, 

Nae  man  ava ; 
He's  a  puir  silly  mortal,  he's  nae  man  ava. 

There's  a  man— ye  will  meet  Mm  at  every  spree, 
Whaur  the  supper  and  drink  and  the  fiddler  are 

free, 
Wha  wi'  richest  o'  wines  will  slocken  his  thirst. 
And  eat  o'  the  best  till  he's  hken  to  burst ; 
What  he  canna  devour  he  will  cairry  awa'  ; 
He's  a  mean-hearted  scunge,  O  he's  nae  man  ava — 

Nae  man  ava, 

Nae  man  ava ; 
He's  a  mean-hearted  scunge,  O  he's  nae  man  ava. 


A  man,  that's  supposed  to  hae  gumption  and  sense, 
Wha  will  sit  doon  and  drink  at  a  neebor's  expense, 
And  blether  and  talk  in  this  kin'  o'  key, 
"  Mind,  there's  no  monie  men  in  the  pairish  like 

me, 
Tho'  I  say  it  mysel',  and  I'm  no  gi'en  tae  blaw," 
Is  a  weed,  is  a  wastrel,  he's  nae  man  avd — 

Nae  man  ava, 

Nae  man  ava ; 
He's  a  weed,  he's  a  wastrel,  he's  nae  man  ava. 
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There's  the  man  that  will  stop  ye  and  crack  for  a 

spell 
'Bout  this  thing,  and  that,  when  ye're  wi'  himsel'  ; 
But  meet  him  wi'  frien's  o'  position  and  place, 
It's  a  different  maitter — it  alters  the  case  ; 
He  will  turn  up  his  nose  at  a  being  sae  sma'  ; 
He's  a  snob,  he's  a  noodle,  he's  nae  man  ava — 

Nae  man  ava, 

Nae  man  ava. 
He's  a  fraud,  he's  a  noodle,  he's  nae  man  ava. 


A  man,  that  will  carelessly  squander  his  means, 
And  leeve  on  his  neebors,  his  folks,  and  his  frien's, 
Wha  neither  will  work,  no,  nor  yet  will  he  want, 
Tho'  the  siller  be  scarce  and  the  leevin'  be  scant, 
Wha  maun  hae  his  meals  tho'  the  heavens  should 

fa'. 
Is  a  leech,  is  a  loafer,  is  nae  man  ava — 

Nae  man  ava, 

Nae  man  ava ; 
He's  a  leech,  he's  a  loafer,  he's  nae  man  ava. 


A  man,  wha  pretends  he  can  han'le  his  fists, 
And  will  brag  o'  the  men  he  has  met  in  the  Usts, 
0'  the  men  he  has  licked  in  a  fair  staun-up  fecht 
That  were  bigger  than  he  is,  maist  dooble  his  wecht, 
Nae  maitter  hoo  lood  or  hoo  crouse  he  may  craw, 
Is  a  hen-hearted  wakelin,  is  nae  man  ava — 

Nae  man  ava, 

Nae  man  ava ; 
He's  a  hen-hearted  wakelin,  he's  nae  man  ava. 
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Then  here's  tae  the  man  that  is  honest  and  fair 
In  his  deahng  wi'  ithers,  tho'  humble  and  puir. 
He  has  liches  in  store  that  the  base  canna  claim  ; 
The  true  current  coin  of  an  honest  man's  name, 
That  time  winna  tarnish  or  thieves  steal  awa'  ; 
He's  a  man  amang  men,  he's  the  king  o'  us  a' — 

King  o'  us  a'. 

King  o'  us  a'; 
He's  a  man  amang  men,  he's  the  king  o'  us  a'. 


THE  CHARMING  YOUNG  DAMSEL. 

Air — "  Villi  kins  and  his  Dinah." 

Of  a  charming  young  damsel  I'll  sing  you  a  song. 
Her  name  it  was  Tibbie,  but  maybe  I'm  WTong. 
Her  dad  was  a  farmer  :   from  Dubhn  he  came. 
And  his  name  it  was — ach  !  I've  forgotten  his  name. 

Chorus. 
Li  tooral  li  looral,  &c. 

This  charming  young  damsel  had  cheeks  like  the 

rose, 
A  pock-pitted  face,  and  a  tip-tilted  nose : 
Her  skin  was  the  lily,  so  pure  and  so  white  ; 
And  her  eyes,  they  were  black — every  Saturday 

night. 

Chorus. 
Li  tooral  li  looral,  &c. 
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This  beautiful  damsel,  she  stumbled  and  fell, 
Just  a  little,  in  love  with  a  broken-down  swell, 
Who  lived  down  a  close,  up  a  ricketty  stair, 
Thro'  a  passage  that  led  to— the  devil  knows  where. 

Chorus. 
Li  tooral  li  looral,  &c. 

This  young  man,  so  bold,  and  this  maiden  so  bright. 
They  went  out  a-walking  one  fine  Summer  night  ; 
With  his  arm  round  her  waist,  he  said,  "  O  dearest 

Tib, 
I  love  you  devoutly."     Says  she,  "  It's  a  fib." 

Chorus. 
Li  tooral  H  looral,  &c. 

"  O  no,  it  is  true,  dear  ;  and  listen  to  this  : 
If  you  should  refuse  me  jast  one  Uttle  kiss. 
By  my  beard  and  moustachios,  it's  then  I'll  take 

two." 
"  O  will  you,"  says  she,  "  I'll  be  kissed  if  you  do." 

Chorus. 
Li  tooral  li  looral,  &c. 

In  the  struggle  that  followed,  her  dander  arose ; 
So  she  hit  him  a  terrible  thump  on  the  nose. 
Then  the  blood  from  his  nostrils  Uke  fountains  did 

squirt, 
And  bedabbled  with  gore  all  his  beautiful  shirt. 
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Chorus. 
Li  tooral  li  looral,  &c. 

When  she  saw  he  was  done  for,  she  turned  and  she 

fled. 
And  hid  herself  quietly  anunder  the  bed  ; 
Where,  early  next  morning,  her  body  was  found, 
With  her  garters  tied  tightly  her  gizzard  around. 

Chorus. 
Li  tooral  li  looral,  &c. 

Now,  all  you  young  ladies  intending  to  mate, 
Beware  of  this  young  girl's  terrible  fate. 
Ne'er  go  out  a-walking  with  lovers  unkissed ; 
When  they  ask  for  your  hand,  never  give  them 
your  fist. 

Chorus. 
Li  tooial  li  looral,  &c. 


IN  THE  SPRING  O'  THE  YEAR,  IN  HER 
INNOCENT  GLEE. 

Air — "  Hey  and  the  me  growes  bonnie  wi'  thyme." 

In  the  Spring  o'  the  year,  in  her  innocent  glee. 
With  never  a  hum,  nor  a  hech,  nor  a  howe, 

A  lassie  sat  singing,  lichthearted  and  free, 

And  the  grass  it  grows  green  on  the  bonnie 
Witchknowe. 
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In  the  Simmer,  a  lassie  sat  milking  her  kye, 
Wi'  a  hum,  and  a  ha,  and  a  hech,  and  a  howe, 

"  I'm  a  wearifu'  wanter,"  she  said  with  a  sigh, 
And  the  grass  it  grows  green  on  the  bonnie 
Witchknowe. 

The  Autumn  has  come,  and  the  Simmer  has  gane. 
With  a  hum,  and  a  ha,  and  a  hech,  and  a  howe, 

The  lassie  sits  sighin'  and  sabbin'  her  lane, 

And  the  grass  it  hes  withered  on  bonnie  Witcli- 
^         knowe. 

The  Winter  has  come  wi'  its  cauld,  icy  breath. 
With  a  plague  tak'  the  wooer  that's  broken  his 
vow. 
The  lassie  is  lodged  in  the  cauld  hoose  o'  death, 
And  the  snaw  it  lies  deep  on  the  bonnie  Witch- 
knowe. 


MY  COLLYER  CALLAN. 
Air—"  Aye  Waukin'  0." 

Leeze  me  on  the  lad 

Wha  wears  the  leather  bonnet ; 
Tho'  lichtlied  and  misca'd, 

He's  worth  a  sang  or  sonnet. 

He's  up,  and  at  his  wark, 
Lang  before  the  lave  is, 

Strippit  to  the  sark. 

And  singing  like  a  mavis. 
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When  he  comes  to  woo 

Kisses  I  get  monie, 
Sweeter  far,  I  troo, 

Than  sugar  saps  and  honey. 

I'm  his  bride  to  be  ; 

A  gowden  ring  he'll  gi'e  me. 
He'll  be  true  to  me, 

And  I'll  be  true  to  Jamie. 

He'U  work,  to  keep  me  bien. 
At  howkin'  coals  and  filhn'  ; 

Then  cuddle  me  at  e'en, 
My  coutbie  collyer  callan. 

My  folks  wad  hae  me  tak' 
A  man  as  auld's  my  faither, 

Wi'  siller  at  his  back  ; 

But  dee  at  ance  I'd  rayther. 

Mairrie  Jock  the  laird  ? 

'Deed,  I'm  ocht  but  wiUin.' 
By  New-r-day,  gin  I'm  spared, 

I'll  wed  my  collyer  callan. 


PART   IV. 

EPITAPHS,  EPIGRAMS,  Etc. 


EPITAPHS,  EPIGRAMS,   Etc. 


ON  A  LAWYER. 

Sacred  to  the  memory 
O'  ane  wha  leevet  by  talk, 

Unless  he  prove  an  alibi 
He's  here  as  deid's  a  mauk. 


ON  A  POSTMAN. 

Here,  in  the  deid  letter  office  he  lies, 
Wi'  Death's  leaden  stamp  on  his  broo, 

Till  his  Owner,  in  glory,  sen's  doon  frae  the  skies. 
His  couriers,  trusted  and  true. 

To  gather  his  missing  despatches  on  earth  ; 

To  sort  them,  and  take  them  away. 
Then,  fear  it  not,  stranger,  the  post  mark  o'  worth 

Will  be  writ  on  his  wrapper  o'  clay. 


A  REASON. 


I  can't  express  my  love  for  you. 

My  reasons  they  are  monie, 
Ane  o'  them  at  least  is  true, 

Because  I  ha'ena  onie. 

16 
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ON  A  BAKER. 

Here  lies  the  dough 

O'  Jock  Munroe, 
Gin  a'  his  faut's  be  proven, 

The  muckle  deil 

Will  bake  him  weel, 
And  fire  him  in  his  oven. 


INSCRIBED  ON  A  PRESENTATION  SILVER 

CUP. 

Yase  me  richt, 

And  keep  me  bricht. 
Free  frae  crack  or  dunkle. 

Sae  keep  your  name 

Thro'  life  the  same — 
A  credit  to  your  uncle. 


HEESH-A-BA. 

Heesh-a-ba,  cuddle  doon 
My  bonnie  wee  lammie  ; 

Lie  still  and  sleep  soun'  ; 

Heesh-a-ba,  cuddle  doon. 

That's  clever  na.     Croon 
A  bit  sang  to  its  mammy  ; 

Heesh-a-ba,  cuddle  doon, 
My  bonnie  wee  lammie. 


EPITAPHS,  EPIGRAMS,  Etc.  231 


WE  ARE  SOCIALISTS  A'. 

We  are  Socialists  a' 

As  lang's  we  hae  naething. 
When  oor  back's  to  the  wa' 

We  are  SociaUsts  a'. 
A  bit  hunner  or  twa 

Then  we're  Tories,  for  ae  thing. 
We  are  SociaUsts  a' 

As  lang's  we  hae  naething. 


A  LINGUIST. 

A  hngnist  was  he,  and  could  freely  converse 
In  Latin,  Arabic,  the  GaeUc,  or  Erse  ; 
In  every  language  that's  written  or  sung 
He  was  maister  a'  maist,  sir,  o'  every  tongue. 
But  tho'  he  had  practised  the  feck  o'  his  hfe, 
He  never  could  maister  the  tongue  o'  his  wife. 


ON  AN  INVETERATE  SMOKER. 

Puir  WiUie  Watson's  pipe's  gane  oot ; 

He  never  mair  will  fash  us. 
The  spark  is  fled  ;  this  narrow  bed 

Contains  nocht  but  the  ashes. 

But  dinna  grieve,  for  what  is  wrang 
May  in  the  end  be  richted  ; 

As  likely's  no,  the  buddy's  gane 
To  whar  he'll  get  it  lichted. 
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ON  A  DOCTOR. 

Here,  stiff  and  stark, 
Amang  his  wark, 

Lies  Doctor  Danny  Broon  ; 
Wha,  but  for  Death, 
Wad  choked  the  breath 

O,  aibhns,  half  the  toon. 

The  young  and  the  yauld, 
The  waik  and  the  auld, 

He  bhstered  and  bled  for  a  spell  ; 
But  noo  he  is  gane. 
If  we  be  na  mista'en, 

To  whar  he'll  get  bhstered  himsel'. 


ON  A  DRUNKEN  EXCISEMAN. 

Deep  in  this  grave 

Lie  the  rotten  staves 
Of  a  famous  whisky  cask. 

The  spirit's  gone 

From  under  Bond — 
To  where  we  need  not  ask. 

That  gruesome  trader's 

Warrant  came 
To  Death,  with  this  injunction  : 

"  Send  on  " — here  quoted, 

"  The  undernoted 
Spirit  for  consumption." 
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WHEN  EVE,  THE  AULD  JAUD. 

When  Eve,  the  auld  jaud. 

Was  eatin'  the  apple, 
O.  would  that  it  had 

But  stuck  in  her  thrapple. 
But  black  as  we  are. 

We  micht  (there's  nae  telUn') 
Been  fifty  times  waur 

Had  she  swaUowt  a  melon. 


PUBLISHERS. 

Your  knichts  o'  the  road,  when  they  gallop  abroad 

Wi'  designs  on  your  watches  and  chains. 
Cry,  "  Staun'  and  deliver  ;"  and  gin  ye  endeavour 

To  struggle  they'll  blaw  oot  your  brains. 
Your  publishing  crew,  wi'  the  same  end  in  view, 

Dinna  obleege  ye  to  fight  them  ; 
But  oot  o'  iU  will,  le'e  your  brains  in  your  skull, 

In  order  to  use  and  exploit  them. 


ON  AN  AUCTIONEER. 

Here  lies  the  body  of  Jonas  Grier, 

Valuator  and  auctioneer, 

Who,  hving,  valued  life  no  more 

Than  angels  care  for  Mammon's  store  ; 

But  his  precious  soul  he  did  consider. 

And  knocked  it  down  to  the  highest  bidder. 
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ON  A  MISER. 

Puir  Anra's  pey'd  the  debt  o'  Nature, 
A  debt  he  couldna  weel  avoid. 

It  was  (the  mean,  close  fistit  cratur) 
The  only  ane  he  ever  pey'd. 


ON  A  BLACKSMITH. 

Puir  Robin's  smiddy  fire's  gane  oot ; 

The  spark  o'  life  has  fled  ; 
His  bellows  noo  are  still  and  mute. 

In  this  lone,  narrow  bed. 
The  ashes  lie  secure  at  last, 

Frae  warl'y  care  and  strife, 
Waiting  the  last  trump's  dinsome  blast 

To  blaw  them  into  life. 


A  PAIR  OF  GLOVES. 

When  I  sent  her  a  pair 

Of  gloves  as  a  present, 
My  false  hearted  fair 

Tried  to  look  pleasant. 
But  the  effort  was  not 

A  success  altogether  ; 
They  were  boxing  gloves  got 

Up  in  fine  chamois  leather. 
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TO  MAISTER  HIMSEL'. 

To  maister  himsel',  sir,  he  thocht  he  was  fit, 
But  somehoo  the  job  he  miscairriet  ; 

The  buddy,  he  micht  hae  been  maisterless  yet, 
Had  he  no  ta'en  a  thocht  and  gat  mairriet. 


KILL  A  MAN  FOR  THE  KING. 

Kill  a  man  for  the  king  then  the  crood  will  hooray. 
And  pension  ye  aff  wi'  a  shullin'  a  day. 
Kill  ane  for  yoursel',  for  your  ain  private  use, 
Ye'll  get  nocht  but  a  raipe  wi'  a  lang  rinnin'  noose. 


ON  PATE  M'PHUN. 

Here  lies  the  late. 

Diverting  Pate 
M'Phun  as  stiff's  a  poker. 

Some  witty  dart 

Hath  pierced  his  heart. 
From  Death,  that  famous  joker. 

"  Ha,  ha  !"  Pate  laughed. 

And  hugged  the  shaft, 
As  if  in  love  with  Death's  display, 

"  This  joker,  he 

So  tickles  me, 
He  fairly  takes  my  breath  away." 
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ON  A  DANDY. 

In  life,  Robin  Todd, 

Braw  claes  were  your  god  ; 
Your  jaicket  was  velvet,  your  vest  was 

The  finest  o'  tweed  ; 

But  noo  that  ye're  deid 
Ye'll  be  needin'  a  suit  o'  asbestos. 


ON  A  PEDESTRIAN. 

Robin's  run  his  race  wi'  Death, 
Noo  he's  wabbit,  oot  o'  breath  ; 
When  he  gets  his  secont  win', 
Then  again  he'll  rise  and  rin 
To  meet  the  Judge,  and  hear  Him  say, 
"  Weel  dune  Robin  Ross,  hooray  !" 


CAUL'  IN  THE  HEID. 

I've  a  caul'  in  the  heid, 

Reuch  and  roopit's  my  weazan'  ; 
It's  the  doctor  I  need 

For  this  caul'  in  my  heid. 
I'm  nearly  half-deid 

Wi'  hoastin'  and  sneezin', 
I've  a  caul'  in  the  heid, 

Reuch  and  roopit's  my  weazan'. 
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WHEN  WOMEN  APE. 

When  women  ape,  and  oust  their  betters 
From  commerce,  science,  art,  and  letters. 
Then  act  we  must  Hke  men  of  sense, 
And  marrv  them  in  self-defence. 


A  BIRD  IN  THE  HAUN. 

"  A  bird  in  the  haun  is  worth  twa  in  the  buss," 

May  be,  or  it  majma  be  true. 
Nae  doot  it  is  richt  frae  a  human  staunpoint, 

But  it's  wrang  frae  the  bird's  point  o'  view. 


ON  A  PLUMBER. 

Here,  aff  the  plumb. 
Lies  Jock  M'Crum, 

Resting  frae  his  wark. 
Death,  alas  ! 
Cut  aff  his  gas 

And  left  him  in  the  dark. 
His  bolt  is  cuil 
For  guid  or  ill, 

Sae  neebors  dinna  fret ; 
For  rise  he  may 
Some  ither  day, 

And  gang  and  get  it  het. 
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ON  A  COLLYER. 

Puir  Geordie  M'Knicht 

Noo  is  minus  a  licht, 
Left  withoot  even  a  spark. 

Here,  in  this  pit, 

He  lies  for  a  bit, 
Till  bidden  get  up  to  his  wark. 

If  duty  weel  dune 

Is  rewarded  by  Him, 
Then  his  name  is  set  doon  in  the  Book, 

For  a  place  up  the  rise, 

'Mang  the  saunts  in  the  skies. 
Far  awa'  frae  yon  boys  doon  the  dook. 


IS  LIFE  WORTH  LEEVIN'  ? 

I've  made  up  my  min' 

Life's  no  worth  leevin', 
Sin'  Leezie's  unkin' 

I've  made  up  my  min'. 
But  I've  altered  it  syne 

I've  ta'en  to  believin' 
That  Leezie  is  kin', 

I've  altered  my  min'. 


WHEN  THE  STEED  IS  STOWN. 

"  When  the  steed  is  stown  then  lock  the  door,' 

A  sensible  and  sanelike  act, 
Lest  the  thief,  or  thievish  core. 

Should  come  at  nicht  and  put  it  back. 
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ON  AN  ARCHITECT. 

An  order  direct,  frae  the  great  Architect, 

Wi'  a  specification  and  plan, 
Cam'  to  Nature  ae  day,  to  build  right  away 

A  solid  and  sensible  man. 
She  built  up  wi'  care  a  tenement  fair, 

O'  material  fittin'  for  wear, 
A  chiel  kent  to  fame — Willie  Newlands  by  name, 

Was  tenant  for  monie  a  year. 
Tin  Death,  the  auld  factor,  at  Nature's  request. 

Cam'  hither  and  warned  him  away. 
There  flitted  a  sowl  o'  the  brichtest  and  best 

That  ever  inhabited  clay. 


A  CAT  MAY  LOOK  AT  A  KING. 

"  A  cat  may  luk  at  a  king," 

Or  a  queen  for  the  maitter  o'  that ; 

By  the  luk,  I  daursay. 

Their  majesties  may 
Be  honoured  as  muckle's  the  cat. 


HEAVEN  HELPS  THOSE  WHO  HELP 
THEMSELVES. 

"  Heaven  helps  those  who  help  themselves," 

And  that  with  due  despatch  ; 
But  heaven  help  those  who  help  themselves 

To  their  neighbour's  purse  or  watch. 
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WRITTEN  ON  THE  FLYLEAF  OF  A  BOOK. 

This  volume  is  mine 

I  wad  hae  ye  remember  ; 
I  peyd  for't  in  coin, 

This  volume  is  mine. 
Sen'  it  back,  sir,  in  fine. 

By  the  month  o'  November  ; 
This  volume  is  mine 

I  wad  hae  ye  remember. 


ON  A  TOADY. 

There  Hes  here  below,  sir. 
What  ance  was  a  grocer  ; 

Then,  later,  a  coalmaister's  clerk. 
Sae  watch  him,  Auld  Nick, 
For  ke  kens  ilka  trick 

In  connection  wi'  underhaun  wark. 
When  he's  soon  din'  your  praise. 
Don't  believe  what  he  says. 

He  has  somethin'  in  view,  I'll  gae  bail ; 
Some  corner  less  het, 
Whilk  he  thinks  he  will  get. 

By  twistin'  and  rowin'  3/our  tail. 
He  will  ca'  ye  a  saunt 
Till  he  gets  what  he  wants. 

Your  keys  for  unlockin'  his  chains ; 
Then  efter  he's  used  ye. 
He'll  roondly  abuse  ye. 

And  turn  ye  oot  Hell  for  your  pains. 
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SCOTSMEN. 

Oor  Scotsmen  are  leal 
To  their  Bible  and  Carritch  ; 

Tho'  fause  to  the  deil, 

Oor  Scotsmen  are  leal. 

They  leeve,  and  leeve  weal, 
On  their  whusky  and  parritch  ; 

Oor  Scotsmen  are  leal 
To  their  Bible  and  Carritch. 


ON  A  FRIEND. 

Here  lies  what  ance  was  Rab  M'Houl, 

Released  frae  care  and  strife, 
As  gallant,  and  as  kind  o'  sowl 

As  ever  drew  the  breath  o'  Ufe. 
If  worth  is  recognition  given. 

He's  gane  whar  angels  dwell ; 
Unless  he  swapped  his  place  in  Heaven 

Wi'  some  puir  sowl  in  Hell. 


RAB. 


I  always  found  Rab  Horn  a  man 
A  bit  abune  the  common. 

'Twad  been  for  him  a  better  plan 
Had  I  found  him,  aye,  a  woman. 
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ON  BAULDY. 

Yon  burglar,  Death, 

Intent  on  skaith, 
Brak  thro'  the  mud  built  portal 

O'  Bauldy  Brace's 

Mansion  hoose, 
To  steal  his  gem  immortal. 

He  rummaged  roun', 

Baith  up  and  doun, 
Frae  tap,  to  bottom  story, 

Then  scowled,  and  said, 

"  I'm  just  afraid, 
Auld  Nick's  been  here  before  me." 


ON  A  COLLYER. 

Here  lies,  at  rest. 

Wee  Watty  Best  : 
He'll  rise  again,  the  scamp, 

To  tune  his  harp  ? 

Ah  !  na,  we're  feart, 
To  trim  his  Davy  lamp. 


THE  EGOTIST. 

The  love  of  a  father,  a  mother,  a  brother, 

A  sister,  a  wife,  or  a  friend. 
Must  all  give  way  to  the  love  of  another — 

The  love  of  oneself  in  the  end. 
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DEDICATION. 

This  little  book  o'  mine 
Was  written,  not  to  shine 
Amongst  the  bards  divine, 

But  for  pelf. 
'Twas  compiled  and  annotated 
For  subscribers,  here,  as  stated, 
And  is  humbly  dedicated 

To  mvself . 


A  TOAST. 


Here's  to  the  man  wi'  a  heart  in  his  breist, 

Tho'  he  curses  and  bans  baith  the  kirk  and  the 

priest. 
He  canna  be  wantin'  in  grace  a'thegither, 
Wha  honours  the  name  o'  his  faither  and  mither. 


ON  A  POLISMAN. 

Death  put  his  snitchers  on  polisman  Tarn, 

Nor  wadna  tak'  onie  denial. 
Here  in  the  jile,  he  lies  for  a  whyle, 

Awaitin',  some  mornin',  his  trial. 
His  sentence  may  be  ae  glorious  spree 

On  celestial  wine.     But  it's  risky 
To  prophecy  here,  it's  mair  likely,  we  fear, 

To  be  upon  sulphur  and  whisky. 
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ON  AN  ATHEIST. 

Here  lies  Johnnie, 

Wha  never  had  onie 
Respect  for  rehgion  or  morals. 

To  him  there  was  grace 

In  a  bet  on  a  race, 
And  salvation  in  publicans'  barrels. 


MY  MITHER. 

Wi'  grief  I  was  daz't,  when  my  mither  was  ta'en, 
Till    Hope   whusper't    "  Geordie,    ye'll    meet   her 

again." 
I  kenna  weel  whar  that  oor  meetin'  may  be. 
The'  it  should  be  in  Hell,  'twad  be  Heaven  to  me. 


ROBIN. 


Robin  let  his  Maggie  dee. 

Nor  raised  a  haun  to  save  her. 
The  neebors  a'  commented  free 

Upon  his  bad  behaviour. 
Robin  gat  anither  wife, 

Ere  his  Meg  was  richtly  cauld, 
Argyin'  wi'  reason,  he 
"  Was  chaiper  wi'  a  new  ane.     See 

Than  patchin'  up  the  auld." 
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ON  A  WASTREL. 

When  Death  ca'd  in 

At  num'er  ane, 

And  collared  Sam'l  Draper, 
The  silly  buddy  left  behin' 

His  fire  insurance  paper. 


ON  AN  ACTOR. 

Here  Hes  Jock  Dillon, 

The  greatest  villain 
On  the  British  stage. 

Whyle  playin'  here, 

For  monie  a  year, 
Big  Jock  was  a'  the  rage. 

Behint  this  green  curtain 

He  Hes  noo,  for  certain, 
Waitin'  his  cue  for  a  spell. 

He'll  rise  then,  the  buddy. 

And  play  understudy. 
To  a  greater,  by  far,  than  himsel'. 


A  ROU'IN'  STANE. 

That  "  A  rou'in'  stane  gethers  nae  moss," 

Is  said  to  be  much  to  its  loss  : 

But  it  gathers  momentum  and  force. 

While  a  staunnin'  stane's  sat  on — or  worse 
17 
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ON  A  BRUISER. 

Poor  bruiser  Bill's  thrown  up  the  sponge; 

Has  met  his  last  defeat. 
Alack  !   no  more  he'll  bounce  and  splore. 

Nor  brawl  upon  the  street. 

A  slogger  grim  tacklin'  him, 

Walloped  him  in  his  prime  ; 
Hit  him  a  welt  below  the  belt, 

That  knocked  him  out  of  time. 


BURNSIANA. 

"  To  step  aside  is  human." 
Your  maxim,  Rab,  is  true,  man  ; 
Especially  when  about  to  meet 
A  creditor  upon  the  street. 

"  The  best  laid  schemes  o'  mice  and  men 

Gang  aft  agley."     Indeed, 

Your  men  o'  worth 

Aft  fail  on  earth, 

Whar  mice  o'  men  succeed. 

"  Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge," 
Nor  yet  the  pride  o'  lendin't, 

"  But  for  the  glorious  privilege" — 
The  fun  we  ha'e  in  spendin't. 
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GROWTH. 

The  Gair'ner  o'  the  universe 

Dibbled  in  a  foulsome  hole. 
The  seed  o'  worth  and  hoUness  ; 

The  pure  white  lily  of  the  soul. 
Tho'  left  in  darkness  black  as  nicht, 

And  sair  held  doon  by  weeds  o'  vice, 
It  struggled  upwards  to  the  hcht ; 

To  bloom  at  last  in  paradise. 


SAM'L. 


Ye  couldna  but  say 

That  Sam'l  was  clever  ; 
He  was  wise  in  a  way. 

Ye  couldna  but  say. 
For  his  acts — let  us  pray — 

They  were  wasted  endeavour, 
Tho'  ye  couldna  but  say 

That  the  buddy  was  clever. 

The  smile  on  his  face 

Was  studied  and  chosen  ; 
A  sort  o'  grimace 

Was  the  smile  on  his  face. 
Put  on,  for  a  space. 

To  wheedle  and  cozen. 
The  smile  on  his  face 

Was  studied  and  chosen. 
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To  shine  amang  men 

Was  the  breath  o'  his  body  ; 
His  aim  and  his  en' 

Was  to  shine  among  men. 
To  the  great  upper  ten 

He  wad  truckle  and  toady  ;  . 
To  shine  amang  men  ' 

Was  the  breath  o'  his  body. 

The  length  o'  his  purse 

Was  his  utter  undoin'  ; 
Maitters  grew  worse 

Wi'  the  length  o'  his  purse. 
It  turned  oot  a  curse, 

As  it  led  to  his  ruin  ; 
The  length  o'  his  purse 

Was  his  utter  undoin'. 
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